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YOURIHOSTESS THIS 
MONTH, CANDY, WRITES: 


I smuggled myself into Р.І. as 
its Guest Editor again this 
month, but Piccadilly boss, 
big Jim Hughes, says it’s got 
to be my swansong. Especially 
after the torrent of abuse he’s 
had from you lot about 
yours truly! 

The ruderie came mainly 
from Rustler readers who 
disapproved of me ‘moon- 
lighting’ on Piccadilly. Some 
were angry because they 
wanted me all to themselves 
and felt ripped off. Others 
were sick and tired of seeing 
me in Rustler doing my 
regular monthly diary, any- 
way — without seeing me 
here too! 

My latest scene there was, 
as ‘girlie’ magazine observers 
will know, a very sweaty 


all-girl trip with my ‘Auntie’ 


Mabel. So | was quite longing 
for a bit of male stuff after- 
wards — which Nick provided, 
as you'll see from FILM FUN 
a few pages on in this P.l.... 

Going to the pictures free 
is one thing I'll miss. The 
other is reading your letters. 
| truly enjoyed putting 
TURN ME ON together — 
Piccadilly's readers’ letters 
section. | thought Rustler 
readers һай the  sexiest 
thoughts in the world going 
round in their heads (and 
their balls) until | saw what 
you write to Р.І... . you 
really are à horny gang of 
males, the world's horniest, 
you Piccadillites! 


Come] 
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Епһапсе performance, restore potency, 
rebuild flagging energies 


For thousands of years Gin Seng, the root of a 
wild herb, has been used by Asiatics to promote 
good health, long life and virility. It is taken 
before intercourse to enhance performance 
and after strenuous sex to rebuild flagging 
energies and restore potency. In this handy 
tablet form, take one or two as required.. No 
harmful side effects. (No. S37—£3.00) 


The Root 
of Heaven 


ORDER FORM To Elixir (M.A.) Ltd, 2 Godstone Road, Whyteleafe, Surrey. 
Please send .......... box(es) of Gin Seng at ЄЗ each. | enclose remittance. 


Name (please print) 


Address (please print) 


To avoid defacing the page 
orders may be sent on plain paper. 


IPS SIS 


You very own wives, girlfriends 
and ladyfriends are the stars of 
this PICCADILLY section — and 
we have even more of them later 
on, in colour! 

Please let us see your horny pics 
of the ladies in your life — we 
pay well for those we publish, we 


promise. And what's more, we 
welcome trannies, slides, prints, 
polaroids, whatever suits you, at: 
MEET THE WIFE 

PICCADILLY 

GADOLINE HOUSE 
WHYTELEAFE 

SURREY 


Se 


Four unforgettable Polaroids of 
dusky beauty Mrs B of Kent... 


P 


Yes, we know MEET THE WIFE’s put 
no less than half a dozen pictures of 
wild Mrs W. of Surrey in. But wouldn't 
you, in our place? 


She's a bit shy about her face, but from Middlesex — not a stone's throw 
absolutely nothing else. Mrs Karen L, away from Liz... 


. . Who looks a bit forlorn but that's 
no reason why Liz shouldn't be in 
MEET THE WIFE. There's no doubt 
she's a very alluring lady for all that! 


X: 1 y 
si 9 uw 


Yes, write your thoughts, experiences (and comments about us) to Piccadilly 
International and you'll be sure to be turning a lovely young girl on — even if 
we don’t print what you tell us... 

Every month, our readers” letters are looked after by our Lady Guest 
Editor. This month of course, it’s randy Candy again. There's someone new 
next month but we're not telling you who — so you'll just have to guess 
who ll be handling your naughty notes and lurid letters! But you can be sure 
she'll be lovely — and unshockable! So be as honest as you like when you 
write to: 


TURN ME ОМІ PICCADILLY INTERNATIONAL | GADOLINE HOUSEIWHYTELEAFE | SURREY 


artistic fuck. I can’t take photographs 
But I’m still curious about — not professional ones that 
I like P.I. because it calls a how it's done. I mean you is — but I would certainly Рт writing to you with a plea 
fuck a fuck and doesn't can't fuck and take photo- like the job of getting for a little variety in your 
shillyshally around like some graphs at the same time, and Piccadilly girls ready for the magazine. I enjoy Piccadilly 
of the others. I should think any man cameras. : International, and I think the 

I particularly like your would be too shattered to You haven't got a vacancy girls are great, but sometimes 
girls because they alwayslook take photographs after on your staff I suppose? it's difficult to see them 
as though they're ready for working up your girls ready E.W. (Cardigans) because their cunts are 
it with wide open cunts. for the cameras. ў getting іп the way. 

What I’m really curious Not that it really matters We haven't got any staffing I think it’s very sexy for a 
about is how do your photo- how you do it I suppose, problems at the moment, girl to promise more than 
graphers get them to look like except that I do wonder but we'll let you know if she’s actually showing, and al- 
that? sometimes. one crops up! though I do like full frontal 


Do they get fucked first 
before they re put in front of 
the cameras or what? 

I’ve never spoken to a 
photographer who works for 


cunt shots I also like to see a 
bit of subtlety occasionally. 
Just because I’m 43 years 
old doesn’t mean to say that 
I’m old-fashioned . . . 
res = 


a magazine like Piccadilly, 
but I would certainly like a 
few words with one of those 
gentlemen. 

Even if they don’t actually 
fuck the girls they must do 
something to make them look 
as horny as many of them do. 

When I look at the 


At least I don’t think so, 
and I’m still as interested in 
girls as I ever was. But I’m 
missing those saucy girls I 
used to know in my youth, 
and the ones I used to see in 
sex magazines. These days 
they all seem to be throwing 
it into your face. 


pictures in Piccadilly I can As I say І like your mag. 
almost smell their pussies, all At least it’s down to earth 
steaming and hot. Some of and honest. But just occasion- 
them would make a really ally you might show us a 


8 


bouncy girl who seems to be 
bursting out of her clothes, 
rather than one who looks as 
though she's never worn a 
stitch in her life. 

So what about it? 

And I don’t mean a girl 
just wearing a scarf and a pair 
of ear-rings either. 

H.L. (Aberdeen) 


No, we don't think you re 
being old-fashioned. A 
promise can sometimes be 
more exciting than a fuck. 
We'll keep your views in mind. 


Your magazine, Picadill y 
International, is something 
I've been waiting to appear 
on the market for along time. 

It not only has very screw- 
able girls, and very interesting 
articles, but it shows the guys 
in action as well, 

As I'm a bisexual your 
magazine is therefore perfect 
from my point of view. I'm 
more orientated towards girls, 
but I also have an interest in 
my own sex, and particularly 


enjoy seeing pictures of them 
with an erect cock. 

Ihope that you're going to 
continue giving us these sort 
of pictures because I'm sure 
that apart from bisexuals like 
myself your lady readers 
enjoy seeing an occasional 
Piccadilly stud. Also I know 
that even heterosexual men 
like seeing such things if 
only to compare sizes! 

I just thought I'd write 
and let you know what I 
think about these matters 
because if you don't hear 
from your readers how do 
you know what we like? Any- 
way, now that I’ve told you 
what I like I’m hoping to see 
more of the same. 

In any event I certainly 
wish your magazine the best 
of luck because I think it 
deserves it. 

It’s got something for 
every body, including people 
like myself. 

А.Ү. (Inverness) 


If youre pleased then so are 
we. Why haven’t you joined 
our subscription lists yet? 
The facilities are detailed 

in every issue! 


For many a long year I’ve 
been reading sex mags., and 
I’ve always kept them out 
of sight of my wife. 

But I always had a feeling 
that one day she would find 
out, and sure enough she did. 
She found me in the bath 
reading a copy of Piccadilly 
International. 

At first her reaction was 
just as I expected. Disgust. 
She snatched the magazine 
from me and looked as 
though she was about to tear 
it up and throw it down the 
loo. In fact I think that’s 
exactly what she had on her 
mind. 

But the picture of a girl 
with her mouth full of prick 
caught her eye, and that 
made her pause. 

Much to my amazement 
she started looking through 
the magazine with real 
interest. It was the first sex 
magazine she had ever looked 
at, but I never expected her 
to be curious once she had 
got hold of one. 

The upshot of it was that 
she handed the mag back to [› 


very nicely with only one hand 


[ORDER FORM 


| prices include 
| vat and p. & p. 


| | am over 18. | 

| would like the items 

| indicated sent to me 
in a plain sealed 
cover. | enclose a 
cheque, p.o. or 
money order for the 
total amount. 


| signature 
name 8 address (PLEASE PRINT) 
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To ELIXIR (M.A.) Ltd, 2 Godstone Rd, 
Whyteleafe, € Surrey. 


You don't need to be a sexy Indian goddess with as many arms 
as charms to get a hell of a kick out of a well-tuned vibrator. So 
come alive! Let your erogenous zones know what it's all about. 
See how many ways you can turn yourself on. Make electric love 
to your mate. Shower the fore-play with fireworks. 

And don't forget the fringe benefits — tighter tum, tauter tits 


and better muscle tone. Since the vibrator came 


їп, even the 


Indians are taking a new look at the 'Kama Sutra'! 
Send off today for one of these beautiful, fool-proof, exciting 


instruments of love. 


1. Bender. Revolutionary flexible vibrator 
with all the spring, resilience and live- 
liness of the erect male organ. No. S36 
£12.00. 2. Contact Button Mini-Vibrator. 
Hand-bag size. Exciting erotic contact 
right on the button! No.S11 £2.90. 
3. Stallion. 10" long and 5" around, to 
fill a big need for those who can take it. 
No. 05-18 £6.90. 4. Humming Bird. De 
luxe standard size model. Penetrating 


pulsations to stimulate or 
No. S56 £4.00. 5. Non-Doctor. Four 
push-on interchangeable heads offer 
tremendous scope for variety. No. 05-01 
£6.75. 6. Pocket Tingler. Take it any- 
where. Only 43” long, but generates 
terrific excitement. No.S11 £2.90. 
7. Midas. Sculptured in glittering gold 
for the girl (or boy!) who has every- 
thing. No. S52 £11.00. 


soothe. 


me, saying somewhat grud- 
gingly that she supposed it 
didn’t do any harm. 

But I could see by the 
glint in her eye that she had 
definitely been aroused by 
some of the pictures. 

That night when we were 
in bed I produced Piccadilly 
again, and she joined me in 


looking at the pictures, and 
reading the articles. 

By the time we had 
finished I was naturally as 
horny as hell —I always am 
after reading your mag — and 
what’s more to the point so 
was my wife. We had the best 
screw we’d had for years, and 
she even sucked my cock 
which was something she had 
never done before. 

I would never have 
thought that my wife would 
tolerate a sex mag for 
bedtime reading, but it 
only goes to show how 
wrong you can be. 

In fact I think she now 
reads them herself when I’m 
out at work. What’s more I 
don’t have to be secretive 
about my hobby any more 
which makes life much more 
pleasant. 

And we’re still screwing 
much more than we used to. 
Naturally I never miss an 
issue of Piccadilly—and 
neither does my wife. 

She’s become a real eager 
beaver for sexy pictures. 

It’s also made her realise 
that there are more positions 
than one for fucking, and 


different ways of having an 
orgasm without actually 
fucking at all. 

І hope you print this letter 
because I know she’ll enjoy 
reading it. I haven’t told her 
that I’ve written it! 

C.B. (Staffs) 


I haven't ever written to a 
magazine before, not one like 
yours anyway, because 
normally I’ve never bothered 
with them. 

But Piccadilly Internat- 
ional caught my eye at a 
friend’s house, and now I’m 
well and truly hooked. 

Me and my husband are 
what are known as swingers. 
We've got quite a group 
going in our area, and we 
have a lot of fun. In fact it 
was at one of their houses 
that I saw your mag. for the 
first time. 

It’s a real turn on I think, 
for us girls as well as the men. 
But of course I have a 
complaint, I suppose most 
people who write to you 
come up with a complaint 
at some point in their letters. 
Mine is that you haven’t got a 
‘contact column’. All our 
group are always keen on 
meeting new people, and as 
we’ve taken to your magazine 
it would help us bring in 
fresh talent so to speak. 

Not that we're 
complaining as it is. We're a 
well balanced lot, and there’s 
some good lookers amongst 
us as well. 

But I’m sure your mag 
would get more of us 
swingers hooked if it had 


“Alec? Bill? George? Ron? Fred? Mr. Whipple? 
Dennis ....?” 
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a contact column. We 
wouldn't mind meeting some 
of your models, male and 
female, either. I can assure 
you they’d have a good time 
with us. 

In any event your mag will 
continue to adorn my coffee 
table because it definitely 
tums me on, as well as my 
husband and our guests. 

That's because we're all 
into the same thing — lovely 


sex, 
(Mrs.) J.W. (Surrey) 


We don’t have plans to run a 
‘contact’ section in P.I. 
because we think our 
associate magazine NEW 
DIRECTION has got that 
scene well tied up. Perhaps 
you ve seen it around. Here's 
how it looks. At 75p only a 


P DIRECTIO 


понра томате ve? as ешим 


few pence more than P.I. but 
still good value. If you don't 
see it around, just send a £1 
cheque or postal order to 
NEW DIRECTION, Gadoline 
House, Whyteleafe, Surrey 
and they ll ship you the latest 
N.D. to look at. The 25p's to 
cover postage and packing. Of 
course you should be 18 or 
over to order NEW 
DIRECTION. Anyway, you 
shouldn't be reading 
PICCADILLY either, if you're 
less than that! . . 


It pleased me to see the letter 
you printed in the first 
edition of the new-look 
Piccadilly International ftom 
Denise C. of Glasgow who, 
like muself, is a ‘les’ and buys 
your magazine particularly for 
pictures of gorgeous girls. 

I’m sure there are loads of 
gay girls countrywide who 
read your magazine for this 
reason because there isn't 
much on the market catering 
for lesbians. 

So why don't the 
publishers of PiccadillyInter- 
national cash in on this and 
produce a magazine solely for 
us? It's bound to be a sure-fire 
hit. I'd take out a year's sub- 
scription straight away! 

But that isn't all Pm 
writing about. In the same 


issue the article ‘The Clit 
Quest' mentions South 
American Creole women with 
long clits who fuck young 
girls with their over-sized 
twats. 

They're not the only race 
who do this I can assure you. 

Although I haven't as yet 
had the luck to meet another 


the ‘V’ shaped top of her 
cunt lips like a miniature 
cock. 

It turned upwards and had 
a knob just like the glans 
penis which must have been 
about the size of a pea — 
according to the article the 
average dimensions of a white 
woman's clit. 

I used to tease Malread 
that it had got that big 
because she wanked herself 
off too much when she was 
an adolescent! The idea of 
her doing that made me feel 
randy as hell. 

Of course, her twat was 
extremely sensitive. Malread 
said she was constantly 
aroused because her clit 
rubbed against her clothes. 
She had to change her pants 
Several times a day as they 
got so wet. 


It was glorious when I 
frigged or sucked her. There 
was so much of her clit to get 
hold of and Malread 
orgasmed all the time. She 
loved me to bite and lick her 
clit at the very end where it 
was the most sensitive. 

The whole thing made my 
twat feel more alive and res- 
ponsive to stimulation. We 
would finger and mouth 
each other for an hour at a 
stretch and then only rest be- 
cause we were so exhausted, 
not because we were bored 
and didn't want to go on and 
on! 

The best bit of knowing 
Malread and screwing with 
her was when she used her 
clitlike the Creole women 
and brought me off by 
jerking it in my hole. 

Га fucked clit to clit like 
all les's do but never like 
the way Malread shagged 
me. She'd spread my cunt as 
wide as possible with her 
fingers and press her minge 
against my clitoris while 
inserting her female dick into 
my vagina. 

I can't adequately describe 
in words the effect it had on 
me. You'll have to use your 
own imaginations. It was 
nothing like I’ve ever exper- 
ienced before or since. 
Malread was the best fuck 
Гуе had. 

Please, let's have more 


female with a prick as large 
as six inches long like the one 
Havelock Ellis discovered, I 
did once have a scene with a 
les who sported a clitoris 
nearly two inches long when 
erect. 

She was Irish and very 
beautiful. Her clit was very 
protuberant and stuck out of 
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CONTINUED ON PAGE 80 


“The essence of sexual fulfillment 


SEX SUGAR $1 


Make life sweeter with this fabled 
formula from the ancient courts of 


love. It opens up new realms of 
possibilities. £2.25 
CASANOVA PADDED 
SHEATH 07.63 


This extremely well-finished sheath 
for extra girth and length is also 
contoured for clitoral stimulation. 
Made in soft latex, it 15 basically 
designed to overcome erection 
difficulties, but also adds a new 


novelty to lovemaking. Complete 
with detachable straps. £6.50 
MAXIMUS CREAM 07.35 


Great successes have been achieved 
with this specially formulated and 
widely used cream. It aids the 
swelling capacity of the male organ 
and regular use produces lasting 
effects to overcome impotency.£3.50 


TAURUS LOVE BOOST 
TABLETS 03.09 


If you are sexually under the weather 
these tablets will help revitalise you. 
Promotes sex boost with long term 
benefits. £3.00 


VITAL GARANT 04-09 


This fabulous new massager has a 
Pressure unit which allows sensitive 
control of the inner soft rubber wall, 
thereby increasing blood flow and 
maintaining the erection. Beneficial 
and lasting effects can be obtained 


from regular use. £9.00 
VIE-EN ROSE ACTION 
CREAM 08-05 


Applied to the female intimate parts, 
this cream increases the sensitivity 
and arousal, and aids those who have 


difficulty with orgasm. £3.00 
DUO BALLS 05-05 
Originating from the East this 


internal stimulator is said to be 
responsible for the Japanese girl's 
friendly and relaxed sensuality. The 
spheres are connected and react 
against each other with the 
movement of the body, producing a 
unique and stimulating sensation. 
£6.00 


TAURUS ACTION SPRAY 

This spray has a remarkable 
formulation which encourages the 
swelling capacity of the erection by 
stimulating the blood flow. Taurus 
Action Spray can also be used by 
women to increase the blood flow 
to the vaginal tract, thus achieving a 
quicker orgasm. An invaluable aid to 
a successful marital relationship £3.00 


THE BENDER S36 
BLACK OR WHITE 
Featured in black or white, this 


realistically shaped vibrator in soft 
latex material produces amazingly 


delightful sensations. Comparable 
with the act of love itself. £12.00 
CHOICE CONTRACEPTIVES 
10 Durex Unison x 3 £3.30 
5 Sex Colours x 6 £3.75 
5 All Blacks x 6 £4.25 
3 Fourex £1.50 
3 R3 Longact x 2 £1.25 
1 Coverall Condom 

(Washable) £1.25 
GIN SENG $37 


The unique oriental herb used by 
wise men of the Orient for 5000 
years — once paying £300 a pound 
for it! These are the real thing! £3.00 


NON-DOCTOR 
VIBRATOR 05-01 


The complete personal massage kit. 
This quiet 7" vibrator has four 
interchangable attachments to give 
smooth, powerful vibrations to 
relieve all tensions. Complete with 
batteries in own storage box. £6.75 


MISS WONDERFUL D6 
The doll who has everything, 
cuddlesome hair, sensational deep 
throat, fabulous breasts, deliciously 
receptive bottom and fully functional 
vagina. 

New inflatable model £20, rectal 
vibrator £5 extra. 


PUBIS RING 04-59 


This latex device will fit all sizes and 
sustains erections, thereby prolonging 
intercourse. Slip the ring on and 
gently tighten around the base, 
adjusting the ‘brake tie’ to suit your 


own requirements. £3.30 
VIBRATORS 
Here is a selection of the finest 


assortment of battery powered 
vibrators. Each item is completely 
safe, strong, lightweight and 
compact. They can be used with oils 
and creams and are fully washable. 


Pocket Tingler £2.25 
Humming Bird £4.00 
Two Speed £5.75 
Stallion £6.90 
REPLICA COVER BLACK OR 
WHITE 04-51 


These realistically shaped covers slip 
over any 7" vibrator. Life like 
contours, washable and durable, and 
the soft latex head increases the 
length of the vibrator. £3.75 


“Elixir ev «Аус 


TAURUS LONGSTAND 
CREAM 


A male retarding cream to help 
against premature ejaculation by 
means of reducing over-sensitivity. 
Prolong lovemaking by having a 
greater degree of male self-control. 

£2.75 


VACUUM DEVELOPER 04.60 


Produced for men who are losing 
their erection powers and also for 
those who wish to increase penis size. 
A vacuum permits more blood to be 
drawn into the penis. Medically 
approved, the safe and easy way of 
enlarging the penis and improving 
erection quality. £8.50 


FUN FIVE 
5 ASSORTED ONLY 


This new range of shaped sheaths in 
soft latex have been designed for 
discerning lovers who want 
something а little better. The 
“ticklers‘ stimulate the clitoris and 
vaginal tract. £3.00 


FINGER TINGLERS 03.50 
These soft latex finger gloves bring 
you pleasure fróm the East. Specially 
moulded’ to stimulate the sensitive 
vaginal area, they enhance loveplay. 
Finger Tinglers produce real 
whimpers of Eastern delight. £2.00 


MALE COMPANION 

SET 04-14 
Stimulating vibrations from the 
built-in unit are transmitted though 


the double sleeve of soft latex, 
thereby stimulating blood flow and 


aiding erection. Complete with 

batteries. £9.00 

HAND DILDO ELECTRIC 
Fee 09.31 


Battery powered with sensational 
rubbery ridge to caress the clitoris 
plus a built-in vibrator. £16.00 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


“The complete 


range of Elixir 
products is contained in our fully 
illustrated catalogue free with all 
orders. Adults are invited to send 
20p for a copy by return post. 


“Elixir 


¿Marital Aids Ltd 


e 


Send to 

2 Godstone Road 
Whyteleafe 
Surrey, England. 
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ARE YOU HAVING 
YOUR FAIR SHARE 


OF HITCH-HIKERS? 


You should be! From Liverpool to Penzance to 
Canterbury, it seems lay-byes are laden with motorists 
and drivers having the fucks of their lives—with 
grateful hitch-hikers! You only have to read these 
three throbbing accounts of minge madness on 
Britain’s motorways to see what we mean... 


AUREEN, an eighteen year old 
drop-out, tells us of what for 
her was ‘a hitch with a differ- 

ence’. . . “Well, which of my ‘sexual 
encounters, as you call them should 
I tell you about? 

I guess it can’t be the first one be- 
cause that’s so far back I can’t actual- 
ly remember it! 

I’ve been hitching around the coun- 

try for about two years now. Ever 
since I left school in fact. I couldn’t 
stand the thought of a regular job 
or anything, so I went to live in a 
squat in Camden. 
‚Oh, I’ve had to take odd jobs for 
the bread. Mostly I survive without. 
I don’t like staying in one place, so 
I spend my time hitching from one 
squat to another. 


"Some truck drivers are 
really dishy’ 


There‘s a network of us, you know. 
I guess I’ve picked the right life ‘for 
myself. I’m completely in tune with 
all the guys and chicks I stay with. 
The hitching part of it’s great as well. 
Some truck drivers are real dishy. 

Yes, I fuck with most of them. It 
stands to reason if you think about 
it—giving them fair return for giving 
you a ride. 

What’s wrong with having as much 
prick up you as possible? Especially 
when you like it! 

I guess what will interest you more 
is the time I was picked up by this 
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respectable chap in some huge car. 
I think it was a Rover or something. 
It was a different type of ride for 
me, I can tell you. | 

I'd been staying with some friends 
in Manchester and was looking for 
a ride down the motorway to another 
lot in Liverpool. I like it up North, 
you know. It's great. Most of the 
people are dead easy to get along 
with. 

Now, the guy who picked me up 
was a Southerner. Well, that's the 
impression I got all right. He'd a 
dead classy voice and all that. 

I guess I must have been feeling 
like a change or something because 
generally I go for the trucks. Гуе 
never met a driver who wasn't free 
and easy to get along with—with no 
problems. 

This chap was a different kettle of 
fish altogether. For the first few 
miles, he didn't open his mouth! A 
truck driver would have probably 
given me a good grope well before 
then. 

I was feeling randy all right. My 
fanny had been like that since Га 
set off from Manchester. I stared at 
the guy for a while, wondering what 
his scene. was. What was he like 
beneath his classy suit and white 
shirt? , 

Do you know, 1 actually decided 1 
fancied him! Yes, те — with this 
straight guy! It was dead weird 
because if you wanted to meet the 
perfect opposite of my type, you 
couldn't have picked better. I guess 
he was around fifty. He oozed respec- 
tability. 


Part of the reason he got me going 
was that he didn't try to make me 
straightaway. That must have been 
it. I reckon it was virtually the first 
lift Га had that had left the running 
to me. 

Mind you, I’ve normally given 
them the all-clear by nuzzling up 
against them or something. Yet this 
character went on sitting like some 
stuffed dummy! 

Sniggering to myself, I moved my 
hand across, into his groin. Do you 
know, he nearly leapt out of his 
seat! I was actually frightened he 
would crash the car. 

Mind you, I could feel his prick 
going hard, so I guessed everything 
would be okay. It stands to reason 
that no guy’s going to refuse a chick 
who wants him to screw her. 


There re times when a girl 
needs a really good fucking’ 


We were speeding along the motor- 
way, so at first there wasn't anything 
much he could actually do. Га 
shoved my hand down the front of 
his trousers and rubbed away at him 
for all I was worth. His prick was 
beating all right — I could feel the 
veins —and his bollocks curled in 
my hand. 

It was funny. He gulped and 
coughed. Finally he suggested we 
turn off somewhere. We found a quiet 
road— near Warrington, I think — 
and he drew up in а layby. 

You know something? It’s only 


just hit me what a funny word ‘layby’ 
is! 

I clambered over into the back- 
seat. He made his way all sedate-like 
by the door! He knelt on the seat, 
looking at me like I don’t know what. 
I guess he hadn’t met anyone like me. 

I had to pull my jeans and pants 
off. My fanny was itching like mad 
and I guess Га have come just from 
a guy touching it. As you've guessed, 
that wasn’t what I wanted. There're 
times when a girl needs a real fuck- 
ing. Well, you must know that. 

After urging him on and shoving 
my fanny against him, we had his 
trousers down and his prick stuck out 
at me. It looked as big as it had felt. 
It had this bulbous knob. I wanted 
to suck it, but I thought it would 
scare him off. 


‘Once he was inside me, 
he was great’ 


Once his shaft was between my 
legs, I had his knob banging against 
my fanny. That made me throb all 
right. 

I dragged up my T-shirt. so he 
could fiddle with my tits. While he 
was doing that I was getting his 
prick up my hole. 

Once he was inside me, he was 
great. Was he ready for it! His nails 
tore at my tits like they were cat’s 
claws. I had the scratches for a week! 

The way he pounded inside me 
knocked the breath out of me — and 
that takes some doing, I can tell you. 
My bottom was sticking to the car- 
seat with sweat and that, but my 
fanny was getting what it wanted. It 
squelched and popped as he fucked. 

I came twice with his tool inside 
me. You know? It was one of the 
best bangings I’ve had. It’s weird to 
think it came from a respectable guy 
like that. 

He was real embarrassed after- 
wards, apologising for having got 
carried away, as he put it. He didn’t 
seem to think it possible a chick 
could like sex as much as a guy 
could. 

I guessed he had a rotten wife or 
something. 

It made me glad I’d taken the 
trouble to get him. Having to make 
a guy fuck me like that isn’t usually 
my scene, yet it seemed different with 
him. You know, as if he needed 
someone to help him. 

I guess there are lots of people 
around, hung up about sex like him, 
aren't there? I’m really on to a good 
thing with this freedom kick. I 
wouldn’t swap my Ше for 
anybody’s ... 9 


ROGER, a nineteen year old trainee | 


accountant describes how a woman 
took control. 
‘I’m sure you must have plenty of 
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tales from girls about attempted pick- 
ups, but Pd certainly never have 
guessed you’d hear one from me. 


"Usually women have 
all the luck’ 


Usually women have all the luck. 
A bloke considers himself fortunate 
to get a lift at all. 

Certainly, until the experience I 
had on holiday, nobody tried to lay 
so much as a finger on me. Not that 
1 usually wanted them to, seeing I 
tended to get picked up by blokes! 
I suppose most males suffer from that 
problem. 

I was spending my two weeks off 
hitching around Cornwall. That day, 
Га been standing on the verge just 
outside St. Austell. I was hoping to 
get a lift to Penzance, but it looked 
pretty bad. There wasn’t that much 
traffic, and I was feeling cheesed off 
when I saw a sleek white Citroen 
coming towards me. It drew up and 
stopped! 

I peered through the darkened win- 
dows. To my amazement, I saw an 
attractive woman — she must have 
been getting on for forty — sitting 
there. I couldn’t have got in faster! 

Not, you understand, that I was 
expecting anything to happen. It 
simply struck me what a nice change 
it would make, having a woman to 
talk to. 

She asked me where I’d been and 
what I did. You know, the usual sort 
of questions. Certainly, she didn’t 
offer any indication of her intentions. 
I suppose I could have missed them. 
I don’t know. 

I was eyeing her up of course, but 
not with any hope. She had pretty 
big boobs, and my cock grew stiff 
as I stared at them. I hadn’t touched 
a girl since Га been on holiday, and 
it wasn’t due to any lack of desire, 
believe me! They always seemed to 
belong to another bloke! 


‘I'd never imagined that 
women like her 
really existed’ 


We'd been on the road for about 
half an hour and then it happened. 
She put her hand on my thigh. Hon- 
estly, I couldn’t believe it! I simply 
gawped at her for a minute, thinking 
I was suffering from hallucinations or 
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something. 

Her hand moved up to my cock 
and rubbed my jeans against it. She 
gave me a wink. I cursed myself as 
Га been so slow on the uptake, but 
I intended to make up for it. 

I stroked along the outline of her 
boobs, pinching at the flesh, as she 
pulled up by the roadside. I started 
kissing her and lifting up her dress. 
It was then that she suggested it 
would’ be better if we got out of the 
car and went into a field. 

Га never imagined that women like 
her really existed. She stretched out 
in the grass, grabbing me to her. It 
was the kind of thing you imagine 
only happens in films. 

I fell upon her like a ravenous 
animal, biting at her face and neck 
and trying to get at her boobs. I got 
her dress and bra undone and gazed 
at her bare tits. She’d magnificent 
ones. They were huge, and I couldn’t 
stop myself from sucking on the 
nipples, moulding the orbs round my 
face. 

I heard her groan, and she un- 
zipped my jeans and pulled down my 
pants. She held my cock and balls in 
her hand as if she'd won a prize. Her 
other hand felt up my T-shirt to the 
few hairs on my chest, and she began 
murmering what a lovely fresh body 
T had. Really! 

I noticed she had a wedding ring 
on her finger, but I was too turned 
on to start worrying about her hus- 
band. There was no stopping me by 
then. In any case, she could hardly 
have cared about him to have started 
touching me up in the first place. 

As a result of her big boobs, I was 
really raring to go. I yanked her 
knickers off and stroked up the 
smooth nylon of her stockings to her 
fleshy white thighs. I played with 
the fuzz of her cunt, but she started 
clawing at my bum, yelling at me to 
hurry up and fuck her. 

Honestly, it was strange. She 
seemed such a refined woman, what 
with her posh voice and car. But 
there she was, crying for me to fuck 
her! The idea of her wanting an 
insignificant bloke like me really gave 
me the hard-on of my life. Without 
further ado, I plunged my cock up 
her cunt. She yelled, really delighted. 

As I fucked her, she twisted her 
legs higher and higher round my 
body — more like a young girl does 
than a mature woman. My balls 
banged against her. All at once her 
cunt gripped hold of my cock. It 
seemed it was determined not to let 
go. At that, my sperm welled up 
inside me, and as she screamed out, 
it shot up her. 

She stared into the distance for a 
moment while I withdrew, but she 
quickly pulled herself together. She 
stood up, putting her knickers back 
on. Despite her shows of passion 
during our fuck, she didn’t say a 


word as we walked back to the car. 

I wondered if she was regretting 
having more ог less seduced me, 
but was too diffident to say anything. 

When she eventually dropped me 
in the centre of Penzance, I tried to 
stammer out how much I’d enjoyed 
having sex with her, but she brushed 
me off. 

I watched her car zoom off into 
the distance and felt my cock stir. It 
was caked with her juices, but I knew 
that was the end of the affair. 

Of course, I kept my eyes well 
skinned, but I didn’t catch a glimpse 
of her again. I often dream about her. 
I’m sure you can imagine the kind of 
thing —like whether she really did 
have a husband at home and if so, if 
he discovered what she had been 
doing. 

I wondered if she made a habit of 
seducing male hitch-hikers. Of course, 
I like to think I was an exception, but 
I suppose that’s being childish. 

In any case, that woman was what 
I needed to perk me up. In Penzance, 
I managed to pick up a girl and we 
spent the rest of the holiday hitching 
together. 

Thinking about it, that ended up 
being the best holiday Гуе had... ? 
JULIA, an eighteen year old student, 
relates how she was a lorry driver's 
lay. 
“You realise it’s not the first time 
I hitched I’m going to tell you about, 
don’t you? Pd hitched loads of times 
before with my boyfriend, or some- 
times with another girl. Being a stu- 
dent, I don’t have much cash floating 
around, so hitching is what I fall 
back on when I’m needing to get 
somewhere. 

Frank and I have even hitched 
abroad, and that’s an experience in 
itself. But until the night Frank and 
I had a row, I’d never even tried to 
hitch on my own. 

We’d gone to a party in Greenwich. 
It was given by an old girlfriend of 
his, but I didn’t mind. Or what 1 
mean 15 I thought I wouldn't mind. 
He’d told me they’d finished ages 
ago, but it didn’t look much like it 
to me after he had a few drinks. The 
way he kept putting his arm round 
her, trying to get his hand into her 
bra, well I got so annoyed. 

Anyway, the long and the short of 
it was that I ended up storming out 
of the party after telling him where 
he could go to. 

Probably I was imagining things a 
bit — I was quite tipsy myself. Still, 
Га better get back to the point, 
hadn’t I? 

I made my way across to the A2 
so that I could hitch a lift back along 
the motorway to Canterbury where 
Tm at college. It was about eleven in 
the evening and pitch black. Nor- 
mally Га have been scared stiff, but 
the row with Frank had made me 
stop caring about anything. I was still 


seething with anger and dying to get 
my own back on him. 

It was while I was standing on my 
own by that roadside that it suddenly 
occured to me that was a way of 
getting my revenge. The more I 
thought about it, the more I realised 
I mightn’t get much choice in the 
matter anyway. A girl thumbing a 
lift on her own late at night doesn’t 
exactly look as if she’s worried about 
her morals, does she? 


‘Pete didn't even try to 
touch me at first’ 


I decided that if anyone got the 
impression that my pussy was avail- 
able, they mightn't be far off the 
mark! 

Га only been there about five 
minutes, if that, when a lorry 
stopped. I tried to get a good look at 
the driver before I got in because | 
knew what I could be letting myself 
in for. 

He was big and burley, and quite 
youngish — maybe around thirty. 
Anyway, there was that something 
about him which made me feel hot 
and excited between my legs. I 
checked he was going to Canterbury 
and then climbed straight. into the 
cab with no more hesitation. 

His rough manner was so different 
from that of Frank, or the other 
students I knew for that matter. May- 
be that was what made me go for 
him. The complete contrast and all 
that. 

Pete (that was his name) didn’t 
even try and touch me at first. I felt 
so disappointed! Maybe he was play- 
ing it cool and felt a bit unsure of his 
ground. No lorry driver wants to be 
accused of rape, isn’t that true? Any- 
way, I began chatting away to him 
and the atmosphere grew quite re- 
laxed and friendly. 

I told him all about the row with 
Frank. I thought that would give him 
a lead in if he wanted it— and by 
then I was wanting it so much, I felt 
my slit sticking to my panties! 

Pete chatted on about he had a 
wife at home in Leeds but how she 
wasn't interested in sex now they 
had kids. I nodded sympathetically. 
Suddenly I felt his hand moving up 
to the crotch of my panties. Although 
I had a long dress on, it had ridden 
right up because my legs were 
stretched out on the engine. 

He must have felt my dampness 
because he gave me a smirk. I found 
myself responding to him immedi- 
ately. My clitty started throbbing and 
I grabbed hold of his hand tightly 
against my panties. He gave my 
pussy a squeeze and said he’d pull 
in at the next service station. 

When he stopped, I felt a bit ner- 
vous. I wondered if we’d get noticed. 


We were sandwiched in by loads of 
empty lorries though, and it was so 
dark I decided anybody would have 
to come right up to see. 

I took off my coat, and Pete fum- 
bled inside my cleavage until he got 
hold of my titties. He pulled at my 
nipples. The teats went hard and my 
body felt all nice and tingly. I helped 
him take off my panties and tights, 
and then lay back across the seats. 

It was a bit cramped and uncom- 
fortable, but by that time I wanted it 
so badly Га have done anything. 
When he took out his penis, I just 
had to feel it in my hands. I rolled 
the foreskin back and forwards and 
I could feel the shaft swelling. 

T had to play quickly with my clitty 
to make sure l'd come. After a bit, 
I was so hot and wet I couldn't wait 
any longer. I helped him ease his 
penis between the lips of my slit. He 
was as hard as a rock and his cock 
felt so big I wondered if it would get 
inside me. 


'He patted me on the head 
and told me what a nice bit 
of stuff | was’ 


I needn’t have worried! He shoved 
it straight in and began to poke me 
for all he was worth. The sensation 
of this burley man shoving away at 
me made me feel sexier than I’d ever 
done before. I felt like a common 
slut, but in the nicest possible way. 

The muscles of my vagina started 
io grip his penis and I was threshing 
about as madly as I could. There 
wasn't much space in such a confined 
cab and I kept knocking into things. 

Then I felt his semen filling me, 
and I lay back for a minute, flushed 
and sweating. 

He patted me on the head and told 
me what a nice bit of stuff 1 was. 
Then we both straightened up and 
he drove me all the way to the house 
I stay in at Canterbury. 


‘There aren't many girls in 
my college who can say 
they've been laid by a 

lorry-driver” 


I haven't hitched on my own since 
because I made it up with Frank 
afterwards. He was furious about the 
incident. I was pleased though be- 
cause I did think it served him right. 

Anyway, I was glad I’d had the 
experience. There aren’t many girls 
in my college who can say they’ve 
been laid by а ‘lorry driver. Maybe 
it’s not much of a boast, but it gave 
me a thrill. Different experiences are 
what life's about. 

That's what I think anyway?. 


SEX FOR BREAKFAST 


How the day gets off to a hurricane 
start in the tempestuous sexual life 
of an insatiable nymphomaniac. 


A stunning stereo rendering on 
Sexcassette SC107. 


SEX PARTY 


How Helen, hooked on sex, 


squeezes the last delectable drop 
of juice out of a hectic multi-sexual 


orgy. In temperature-raising 


sexophonic stereo on Sexcassette 


SC108. 


| TO LYDCARE LIMITED 
| 2 Godstone Rd, Whyteleafe, Surrey. 


l am over 18. Please send me the cassettes 


indicated for £3.25 each (inc, р. 4 p.). 


TO AVOID DEFACING THE PAGE, YOUR ORDER MAY BE SENT ON PLAIN PAPER. 


ALSO AVAILABLE: 


Pneu tip-top turn-on taper 


Here are two brilliant additions to the STAG catalogue of 
erotic, naughty, highly sexy and terrifically turn-on tapes. 


BAWDY BRITISH LIMERICKS SEX IN LONDON 


One hundred of the best 
and naughtiest of them, 
told with hilarious verve 
and skill. (SC101) 


SEX WITH SONYA 

Enjoy a sexual encounter 
with the steamiest voice in 
Town as she talks you up 
to climax. (SC102) 

SEX DIARY 

, Sonya's graphic exposé of 
ithe torrid details of her 
unbelievable sex-life leaves 
2you gasping for more! 
(SC103) 


A brilliant audio-illustrated 
guide to the joys of the 
Capital's sultrier sex-spots. 
(SC104) 

SEX IN SOUND 

A fantastic piece of 
intimate recording that 
puts you right in there with 
the action. (SC105) 
COME WITH ME! 

A mind-blowing piece of 
sexual brain-washing that 
triggers a remarkable 
physical response. 
(SC106) 


Please tick: 

SC101 SC105 
SC102 SC106 
SC103 SC107 
SC104 SC108 


Watford Wanderer 


JOANNE 


How come 35-24-36 Joanne is our International Filly this month, when she comes from Watford, Herts. 
just up the A41 or M1 (take your choice!) from London - a matter of a mere 17 miles? 

No, Piccadilly wasn’t misled by the splendid “world” backcloth you see in some of these juicy pics. of 23 
year old geography graduate and part-time go-go dancer Joanne! 

It’s just that Joanne is travel-mad — а fanatic who’s prepared to do just about anything if it means getting 
to see a part of the world that she’s not trodden before — even though she always comes home to Mum and 
Dad in Watford in the end. 

That’s why this 10 ‘Ordinary’ Level, 5 ‘Advanced’ Level and Degree damsel is currently cramming foreign 


students during the day and go-going around Hertfordshire in the evenings — to get the cash together for a' 
trek into the Andes later this year. 


So, if Joanne isn’t a truly international filly, albeit British-built, who is? 


Oh, and by the way, don’t be misled by those rings on her fingers. They’re there to keep the wolve b 
away. Not in the Andes. But those wild Watford wolves! 
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A trio of torrid first-timers — 
Piccadillites’ own wives, girlfriends 
and ladyfriends — make up MEET 
THE WIFE's Colour Bonus this 
time round ...our thanks to 
those proud P.l. readers who 
sent them to: 

MEET THE WIFE 

PICCADILLY INTERNATIONAL 
GADOLINE HOUSE 
WHYTELEAFE 

SURREY 

Cheques are on their way to you! 


What a lot to enjoy about Tammi from 
Scotland . . . that must be a 44” chest 
for a start! 
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Mrs W. really let herself go for her 
husband/photographer when he took 
these polaroids during their stay in 
Switzerland recently. 


Magnificently mature! How else could И, 
you describe West Country Marguerite 
from Cornwall. She can share a Cream 

Tea with us any time... 


PICCADILLY 


Е 
+ FUN 


INSERTS 


Piccadilly International loves sexy films. Don’t we 
all? 

But we aim to review 'em in a very different way! 

Each and every month we send along our Guest 
Lady Editor, who's always a randy lady, to see 
what's new in adult films! 

This month we sent Guest Editor Candy to see 
how INSERTS worked for her. 

And just read her ‘review’ and you'll see that it 
really got her going—which paid her boyfriend, 
Nick, handsome, horny dividends when she got 
home. | 

Ву the way, if our licentious lady reviewer ever 
says she gets up to naughtiness in the cinema or 
anywhere like that, it’s absolutely without the 
authority or knowledge of the film's makers, 
distributors, the cinema owners, managers or 
anyone like that. 

Indeed, doubtless if they knew our reviewer was 
around, her legs wouldn't touch the ground—was 
she not one step ahead of their vigilance! 

Having said all that, come with Candy and see 
what INSERTS did for her... 
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INSERTS—from the United Artists Corporation. 


listening to Capital 

Radio, I could hardly 
believe my ears. There was 
Katy Boyle advertising a 
sex film! 

The fact that the film, 
Emmanuelle, was the best 
made, most sensual and 
erotic soft-core film Га 
ever seen hardly diminish- 
ed the fact. Somehow, the 
Prince Charles Cinema, just 
off Leicester Square, had 
managed to get Katy, im- 
age of respectability, to ad- 
vertise a sex film! 


And Katy wasn’t the 
only ‘name’ to advertise 
Emmanuelle, others were 


soon to follow. 

Emmanuelle ran until it 
stopped taking money: 
well over a year! And now 
the Prince Charles has 
found what I can only des- 
cribe as an even better sex 
film—/nserts. 
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BOUT six months ago, 


For /nserts is not just 
another sexploitation mo- 
vie, which, good though it 
was Emmanuelle was. . . 

Inserts can claim to be a 
classic in its own right, a 
sex film about the making 
of a sex film in which the 
actual sex content is not 
used as an excuse to pack 
in the ‘raincoat’ brigade, 
but as the pivotal part of 
the plot. 

Made on a shoe-string 
budget entirely in England 
(though one of its greatest 
achievements is to comple- 
tely evoke an ‘atmosphere’ 
of Hollywood in the early 
1930’s) Inserts stars just 
five people: Richard ‘Jaws’ 
Dreyfuss as Boy Wonder, 
Veronica Cartwright as 
Harlene, Stephen Davies as 
Rex (The Wonder Dog as 
Harlene calls him), Jessica 
Harper as Cathy Cake and 
Bob Hoskins as Big Mac. 


Wonder Boy is a discar- 
ded genius from the great 
days of silent movies—he’s 
still exploring the poetry 
and possibilities of the 
silent screen, hand-held 
camera and all, while the 
“real movies’ have moved 
on to talkies. 

Where once he worked 
with Pickford, Fairbanks 
and von Stroheim, our hero 
is now reduced to making 
porn films with the naive 
Rex and the fading ex- 
starlet—and heroin addict 
—Harlene, backed by mon- 
ey from Big Мас boot- 
legging deals. 

Boy Wonder is not hap- 
py. His mansion is now in 
the way of a freeway and 
the dream machine of Hol- 
lywood has lost its lustre 
for him. So we find him 
sitting alone at his piano, 
playing nostalgic themes 
and knocking back glass 


after glass of brandy as he 
waits, unshaven and still in 
his dressing gown, for little 
dumb blonde Harlene’s ar- 
rival. 

Arrive she does, immedi- 
ately taking off her dress 
and doping up. And we 
learn, too, that Wonder 
Boy himself is impotent: 
as Big Mac later puts it: 
“He can’t get his string to 
rise.” Harlene tries her 
best, but Boy Wonder, in a 
brisk, almost brusque—but 
not unaffectionate way— 
starts to get her “warmed 
up’ on the bed in the cor- 
ner, shooting solo shots 
which are a total turn-on. 

As soon as Boy Wonder 
gets his camera in his hand, 
he changes into an artist, a 
persuader. And it was easy 
for me to put myself in 
Harlene's place, to feel the 
effect of Boy Wonder’s 
coaxing voice inducing me 


to do wilder апа wilder 
things to myself as the film 
rolled... 

Then in comes Rex The 


Wonder Dog; slim with 
slicked-back hair and a 
baggy white suit, complete 
with Ascot-style cravat. 
Rex is not very bright. But 
he is quite good-looking, 
has a lovely body—and a 
big cock, as we soon dis- 
cover! 

“Okay Rex, gotta lotta 
work to do, get it up!” 
yells director Wonder Boy. 


“Need any help?” asks 
Harlene, innocently. But 
Rex doesn’t. Back to us 


and Harlene, he gets it up. 

The scene is simple. Rex 
‘enters’ and Harlene laughs, 
first because he is still 
wearing the Ascot and sec- 
ondly because his erection 
is eroding. But things go 
better. And with Wonder 
Boy coaxing, suggesting 


and keeping up a barrage 
of direction and encourage 
ment, Rex and Harlene en- 
ter into one of the wildest, 
raunchiest ‘rapè’ scenes 
ever shown in the British 
cinema, 

From every angle we see 
Harlene’s thrusting, rising 
body as Rex plunges into 
her, himself having trouble 
staying mounted as Har- 
lene gyrates through a 
heroin-induced super-fuck, 
the sensations driving her 
wild. Rex, too, is driven 
wild. From above, below 
and sideways we see him 
fucking Harlene in what is 
not only a very, very sexy 
piece of erotic film, but 
which looks real. 

Boy Wonder thinks it’s 
too real. He runs out of 
film during the scene and, 
anxious not to waste the 
vital ‘come shot’ should 
Rex and Harlene orgasm 


too soon, he bashes Rex 
over the head with an 
(empty) brandy bottle in 
order to stop him! 

At this point, in comes 
Big Mac and his ‘maybe 
fianceée’ Cathy Cake. And 
Big Mac hands out heroin 
to Harlene and readies to 
Rex. Harlene, in a happy 
mood, over-doses and kills 
herself. Which is where the 
‘inserts’ come in. 

Boy Wonder looks at 
Harlene’s death in a totally 
professional way: how’s he 
gonna finish the movie with 
a stiff on his hands?! At 
first he considers getting 
Rex to commit necrophilia. 
But after Big Mac and Rex 
troop off to bury Harlene, 
Cathy Cake begins to play 
mind games with the sup- 
posedly impotent Boy 
Wonder. Sure, she under- 
stands what ‘inserts’ are 
and she wants to be an 


‘actress’. And as much as 
Boy Wonder tries to insult 
her—'unwrap the meat’ he 
says for the tit shot, and 
“get your cunt ready’ for the 
‘beaver’ shot—Cathy Cake 
comes right back at him. 

The test, however, comes 
with the ‘come’ shot. How 
can the impotent Boy Won- 
der make it? Cathy Cake 
has her own ideas ... And 
to tell you any more would 
ruin it, for there's a lovely, 
twisted ending! 

It is, as Pve told you, an 
absolutely stunningly bril- 
liant movie which is not 
just very sexy in places, 
but very funny too. 

And it has that wonder- 
ful, sultry, moody, sun- 
dappled American atmos- 
phere of the 1930’s hanging 
over it like a cloying cloud. 

Inserts has a way of get- 
ting. to you—at least, it 
had that effect on me. Wat- 
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ching Boy Wonder turn on 
Harlene and then direct 
Cathy Cake through a 
series of sexy shots had 
given me the kind of warm, 
damp twinges that only the 
very best erotica induces 
these days. 

Let’s face it, haven’t you 
had a fantasy about appear- 
ing in a blue movie? About 
being naked and lustful on 
a bed with an unknown 
and uncaring cock searing 
through you? Scrub that if 
you're a man! 

Well, I have. It's not 
really been through lack of 
opportunity that Гуе never 
appeared in a blue film, 
lots of my shady friends 
have made the suggestion 
to me. And it's not some 
great moral thing that's 
held me back all this time. 
Tve imagined myself being 
up there on the screen, my 
body running with juices as 
one man after another 
drove his huge, red, throb- 
bing cock into me, fucking 
me senseless until finally, in 
a sea of lust, I came in a 
gigantic orgasm. 

But I was scared. 

I wasn’t frightened of 
myself, not the sex, not the 
lust. 

I was frightened that my 
father, my brothers, some- 
body I knew, would see me 
up there and even, later, as 
he masturbated in some 
lonely room thinking of my 
body, he’d be despising me 
for giving myself. 

That didn’t stop the fan- 
tasy. It was twofold, not 
just the thrill of having the 
camera roll as I was being 
fucked, but the thrill of 
being able to watch myself 
in the flesh, being able to 
see every intimate detail as 
a prick plunged in and out 
—that was the real turn-on, 
the one which had the 
juices wetting the crotch of 
my panties as the tube 
shook and rattled me from 
Leicester Square back to 
the flat Nick and I share 
just off the Gloucester 
Road. 

Nick wasn’t home yet, 
which wasn’t very surpris- 
ing because his: job often 
keeps him out late. 
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And that gave me a 
chance to look over his 
home-movie equipment. I 
don’t 
taking home - movies, but 
Nick did: it’s one of his 
hobbies, I’m glad to say! 

Running through the big 
bag of equipment Nick 
kept in our bedroom, think- 
ing of what we could do 
when he got back, was 
enough to make me feel 
randy and as I lay back on 
the bed waiting to hear his 
key turning in the lock, I 
slipped a hand under my 
skirt and began to stroke 
my damp and_ wanting 
pussy, feeling the warm 
tremors of excitement be- 
ginning to trickle through 
me, the tips of my breasts 
hardening as they pushed 
against, and were aroused 
by, the rough, stiff lace on 
my bra. 

It was as much as I 
could do not to take my- 
self all the way then and 
there, but the thought of 
what was to come, the 
thought of possibly spoiling 
a fulfillment of my oldest 
fantasy, made me take my 
fingers away from the hard, 
slippery little knob which 
my clitoris had become. 
Even as I slid my legs over 
the side of the bed, I could 
feel the lips of my fanny 
pressing against my clit, 
sending shivers of. desire 
through me. 

Nick arrived about ten 
minutes later — any longer 
and I’m fairly sure my vib- 
rator would have taken the 
place of his thick cock and 
my imagination would have 
had to have sufficed! 

Nick took one look at 
me and smiled that slow, 
lazy smile which is both 
knowing and smug at the 
same time — and always 
drives me mad, both with 
the need to have his rod 
inside me and anger that he 
should know my feelings so 
well. 

“Who wants a nice, long, 
gentle, ramming then?” he 
said, one hand already slip- 
ping inside my dress and 
searching for my tits while 
the other stroked the out- 
side of my dress, fingers 
pressing into my hot little 
slit. 

But even as my knees 
threatened to give way be- 
neath me and my fingers 
were searching inside his 
open fly for the big, thick, 
stiff prick I love so much, I 


know much about” 


stopped myself. 

And I told him about the 
film and about Boy Won- 
der and Cathy Cake. 

Nick laughed. The last 
thing he needed was brandy 
or encouragement. But I 
don't just love him for his 
body, and even though I 
didn't tell him about my 
fantasy for being filmed, I 
could see that glint in his 
eye which told me he knew 
something was stirring in- 
side me. 


Еч 
‘I could hardly wait 
to get at him’ 

A EES T SOT es 

He set up the camera on 
a tripod and had me do a 
slow striptease—to get the 
proper range and lighting, 
he said! By the time he 
was happy, I was lying 
naked on the bed and he'd 
finished moving the camera 
around to the side after 
taking shots of me, legs 
wide apart, stroking the 
hot, hard little mountain 
my clit had become. 

I could hardly wait to get 
at him, and, as he came 
fully dresed to the side of 
the bed, his fly still open 
and the huge bulge in the 
front showing his excite- 
ment, I took his cock out of 
his fly and began to suck 
him, making sure that 
everything was fully in view 
of the whirring little cam- 
era, undoing his belt and 
slipping down his trousers 
and pants so his big hairy 
balls came into full view as 
I cupped and caressed them. 

I took his cock and laid 
it between my breasts, pres- 
sing them inwards with my 
hands and rubbing so that 
just the glistening purple 
tip peeked out for my 
tongue to lap each time 
the stroke brought his cock 
near to my mouth. 

Nick, meanwhile, had 
opened my legs as wide as 
they'd go, exposing all of 
my juice-filled cunt to the 
camera, parting the lips to 
show the bright pink sex 
flush and the throbbing 
little clit. 

Even as he took my vib- 
rator and ran the skittering 
tip over the outside of my 
lips, dipping into my sop- 
ping, waiting hole, I knew 
it wouldn’t take long for me 
to come. 

I tried to convey my need 
to him, rubbing his cock 
with an urgency I didn’t 
know existed before, al- 


most dragging him down to 
me. 

And finally, when I felt 
his lovely, huge prick slip- 
ping against me, the fulfill- 
ment I wanted came faster 
than ever before. 

It seemed no time at all 
that I heard myself begin- 
ning to whimper, to cry, to 
scream as the tension built 
up, higher and higher in- 
side me, and Nick, respon- 
ding to the hard. animal 
bucking of my body, drove 
deeper and deeper into me 
until I knew that he was 
going to split me in two. 

Then came the relief, not 
just warm, wet and sweep- 
ing, but like a tidal wave, 
gathering up its force in 
one huge, almighty crest 
and then crashing, smash- 
ing down on me in one 
wild, bursting moment of 
total pleasure, its ebb suck- 
ing and sucking at my 
body, finally leaving it 
dead, drained and useless. 

* Sur 


It seemed like weeks — 
it was only days — while I 
waited for Nick to have the 
film developed and printed. 
Even as I waited for it, I 
could sometimes feel my 
body picking up the 
threads, recovering, perk- 
ing, as the thought of wat- 
ching what had happened 
to me that night brought 
with it tiny thrills of plea- 
sure, of expectancy. 


‘I could hardly believe 
I could get such a huge 
thing in my mouth’ 


Finally came the evening 
when Nick threaded it on 
the projector. And my 
dream began to come true. 
The scenes of me stripping 
were lovely, sensual, sexy, 
almost as good as Td 
dreamed they would be. 
And then came the bit 
where I was sucking Nick; 
I could hardly believe that 
I could get such a huge 
thing in my mouth! 

And then the film came 
to a whirring halt! Where 
was the climax I’d had? 
Where was the lovely fuck 
Га had? 

. . . We ran out of 
, said Nick. And even 
as he turned to me, with a 
leer on his face and a hand 
reaching inside my panties, 
I knew what he was think- 


ing. 
So we made our own 
Inserts? б 1093 


YOUR 
SECRET 
LIFE 


Each month, a trio of Piccadilly readers allow 
us a peek at their very private lives, as they 
tell us what's got them going lately! 

Sometimes it’s a one-off sexual event. 
Sometimes a life-long kink. Sometimes a guy, 
sometimes a girl, sometimes a couple, some- 
times none of those three! 

If you think your sex life might have some- 
thing in it to fascinate Piccadilly people, tell 
us all about it. We pay £15 for every true 
confession—and we do insist they’re true, 
not fantasy—that’s published here. 

You'll see the address for YOUR SECRET 
LIFE memoirs at the end of this feature. By 
the way, we don’t use your real name if you 
don’t want us to... 
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се елсыз еч. IEA 
There's only room for two con- 
fessions in P.l. this month! On the 
other hand, Helena's horny tale 
of how she's 100% hooked on 
cock knocked us out. It’s worth 
more than a hundred predictable 
‘confessions’. . . 
ASA ME RAS U Lee AE 
OST people, when they talk 
about nymphomaniacs, are 
only talking about women with 
above-average sex drives. 

In other words, maybe a third of 
the adult female population. Men use 
` the word meaning an easy touch, but 
they don’t know what a real nym- 
phomaniac is, nor the trouble she can 
get herself into. 


‘Helena’s the name, and I 
ought to be called Helena 
the Hole’ 


I know, because I’m the genuine 
article. 

Helena’s the name, and I ought to 
be called Helena the Hole, because 
that’s all I am, just a fucking great 
hole, or Cock Reception Unit. 

Pm 27, and Pm happy to say men 
consider me very attractive, which 
saves те a lot of trouble. My height's 
about medium, my figure full and 
fleshly. 

Oh, and by the way, I’m divorced. 
Not through my own choosing. I was 
in love with Jack when I married him 
five years ago. I guess I still am, even 
though he divorced me three years 
ago. 

Not that I blame him. You see, 
being a nymphomaniac, I just can’t 
keep my hands off other men. I'm 
hooked on cock like a junkie’s hook- 
ed on heroin. 

Гуе got to have cock all the time. 
If I haven’t got any I panic and scour 
the streets looking for it. 

I can’t remember a time when I 
wasn’t hooked. Even as a little girl I 
was both a flasher and a peeper. When 
I first saw a cock go stiff and stand up 
I went weak at the knees. Just think- 
ing about it has made me weak at the 
knees ever since. 

Twenty years later I can honestly 
say Гуе been fucked by literally 
thousands of cocks. Every single one 
of them has been different in shape, 
size, feel and texture. I know, because 
I’m a real connoisseur. 

Naturally, I have a Polaroid cam- 
era. Whenever possible, I take colour 
pictures of the pricks I fuck with. I’ve 
got a drawer full of them; black ones, 
white ones, long ones, thin ones, short 
and stubby and fat ones, pricks dang- 
ling, pricks stiff, pricks pissing and 
pricks spunking. 

Гуе even got the names of their 
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owners written on the backs, usually 
with dates and places. 

I often lay them out on my bed in 
a row and wank over them with one 
of my selection of dildoes. I’m both a 
finger-wanker and an object-wanker. 
Believe me, I can be fucked standing 
up in some back alley by six men in 
a row, then dodge into the loo for a 
wank within five minutes, with the 
spunk still running down my thighs. 

That’s what it means to be a nym- 
phomaniac. 


`I feel ashamed even as | 
write this’ 


ГІ walk through one of the London 
parks at twilight and expose myself 
to passing men, or watch them mas- 
turbating themselves under the trees. 
Once I had an uncontrollable urge to 
toss off a dirty old scruff who looked 
as if he had scabies. After Pd done 
so I was horrified, and ran home to 
disinfect myself. I feel ashamed even 
as I write this, but Гуе got to be 
honest with myself and not try to 
pretend it didn't happen. 

I really envy girls who can make 
out with only one man. They may not 
get the excitement, but at least they 
have the peace of mind that I can 
never know. I’ve had gonorrhoea 
twice and syphilis once, which I sup- 
pose counts as good luck, considering 
the number of pricks Гуе taken up my 
cunt. 

Although I sometimes feel ashamed 


afterwards, especially after I’ve been 
with someone horrible like the one I 
mentioned in the park, I can't stop 
myself whenever a new chance comes 
along. 

In this respect I suppose I must be 
the female equivalent of Walter, the 
cuntstruck Victorian who wrote “Му 
Secret Life". Chasing after hole was 
his only pleasure, as mine is chasing 
after pole. 

My record gang-bang was with 
twenty men in an old house in Stoke 
Newington. I knelt down with my 
face to the wall and my arse sticking 
out. One of the men blindfolded me 
so I couldn’t tell who was fucking me 
at any given moment. All I did was 
count, and remember. 

I felt myself being taken from be- 
hind by a bumper collection of cocks, 
one after another, until all twenty had 
fucked me. Afterwards they took the 
blindfold off, and stood against the 
wall in a line with their stiff cocks 
standing up. I played a guessing 
game, saying which I thought had 
been Number One and Two and so 
on. 

I only got two of them wrong! 

Then I sucked them all off in turn, 
and took their second comings down 
my throat. Does that sound horrible? 
I guess it is, but I can’t help it. Nym- 
phomania’s a disease, or at least an 
addiction, which is nearly as bad. 

I travel a lot on the Underground. 
When I stand I rub myself against the 
men, and when I sit I always try to 
expose myself as much as possible, 
though I do wear knickers for fear of 
unpleasant incidents in such a public 
place. 

In parks I’m not so cautious. When 
I see a man I fancy I often frig my- 
sef in full view, flaunting the puffy 
lips of my cunt. I’ve embarrassed a 
few of them, I can tell you. But most 
of them ask to fuck me on the spot. 
Needless to say, I never refuse. 

Pm a bit AC/DC as well, though I 
like to have at least one man present 
when I fuck with the girls. 

When I’m in the mood I get a lot 
of kicks out of two fellows and 
another girl. It’s fun tumbling about 
on the bed and not knowing what 
you're going to grab next. Cocks, fan- 
nies and bumholes all get mixed to- 
gether in a glorious jumble of thrash- 
ing limbs. 

In these sessions, I love to suck 
the other girl’s cunt while the two 
men are busy between my own legs. 
There’s one gay girl I know who joins 
in with relish. She won’t let the men 
fuck her, but she loves watching me 
having my quim stuffed while she 
dildoes herself to the stars. 

So that’s my story. I could tell you 
lots of adventures I’ve had, but 
I guess by now you’ve got the 
general picture.... l 


ET A EIN NS E] 
Still gasping from Helena? . .. 
Well, just wait ‘til you see what 
Piccadilly reader, Belinda from 
Brighton, has to say! She likes it 
—just about anywhere... 


A a ET] 
always like reading the confessions 
I of girls, because it’s fascinating 
to know how different we all are 
from one another. 

The variety of things that turn us 
all on is quite amazing. 

That’s why I thought you might like 
to have my own thoughts set down 
on the holy—cunt-holy, that is—sub- 
ject of sex. 

You can call me Belinda, although 
it isn't my real name. Pm nearly 21, 
very athletic and sport-loving, with 
several trophies on my sideboard to 
prove it. 

I was the school swimming cham- 
pion as well as the leading goal-scorer 
at hockey. I never took much interest 
in my body sexwise till I was going 
on 17, when I let myself get fucked in 
the corridor of a train going to Brigh- 
ton, where I live. The train was pretty 
full. We both had overcoats on, and 
everyone thought we were just smoo- 
ching, but his prick was in me up to 
the hilt. 


"I've done a lot of 
cinema-groping' 


What turned me on then, and has 
done ever since, was the spice of 
danger. 

In a nutshell, I don't get much of a 
kick out of conventional sex. 1 like to 
do it under people's noses, or in 
freakish locations, or in unusual ways. 

Гуе done a lot of cinema groping. 
Come to that, who hasn't? But on one 
ecstatic occasion, when the rest of the 
back row was empty in the early after- 


noon, I actually got myself laid by 
sitting on top of my partner so that 
my vagina was filled by his huge tool. 

It was a saucy film showing, with 
lots of pubic hair and a few naughty 
words, and I thought of all the wank- 
ing hands there must have been in the 
half-empty cinema while I was having 
it off in the back row. 


‘It's out of this world to 
dance and fuck at the 
same time’ 


One of my accomplishments is that 
Im a very good ballroom dancer. I 
would just love to fuck my way in 
foxtrot motion round the crowded 
floor, but don’t see how such a thing 
could be managed without me getting 
arrested on the spot. The trick does 
work, because I’ve tried it at home 
with my regular dancing partner, to a 
Victor Silvester record. It’s out of this 
world to dance and fuck at the same 
time, with your cunt dripping like the 
branches of a tree in October. 

Another of my favourite things, be- 
cause I’ve got a streak of cruelty in 
my makeup, is to call up some fav- 
oured boyfriend on the "phone while 
I'm being fucked by someone else. 

Last year, for instance, I was going 
out regularly with Teddy, a very nice 
kid who fancied he was in love with 
me. I was very fond of him, but at no 
time did I give him exclusive rights. 

Well, one day I was picked up on 
the platform at Victoria by a super 
fellow called Rodney, tall and fair 
and very sexy. I was going home to 
Brighton, and I invited him back to 
my flat for a drink. I share with 
another girl, who happened on this 
occasion to be away for the weekend. 

Rodney wasn't a time-waster. He 
had my drawers round my ankles be- 
fore he'd even finished his first drink, 
and he was sucking me out within 
another five minutes. Then a sort of 
devil took hold of me. I told him what 
it was I had in mind, and the randy 
so-and-so said it sounded a good idea. 

I laid down on my side, facing 
away from him, and he penetrated my 
fanny from behind. Rear entries are 
the best of all, Гуе found. My flat- 
mate calls them foggy ducks, her 
Spoonerism for doggy fucks. She's the 
shining wit, which I suppose makes 
up whining shit, but we'd better for- 
get that one! 

Anyway once Rodney's cock was 
securely in place and I was just begin- 
ning to have my first orgasm I picked 
up the telephone and dialled a num- 
ber. 

' Luckily Teddy was at home, and he 
answered in no time. 

“Belinda!” he cried, and sounded 
delighted. *What a pleasant surprise 


SEND YOUR CONFESSIONS TO: 


to hear from you. I thought you must 
have forgotten me." 

"No, Teddy," I said, trying to 
sound very romantic, “of course I 
hadn't forgotten you. You know what 
I'd like most of all right now?" 

"Tell me what you'd like most of 
all, Belinda." 

"To be lying in your arms, feeling 
that marvellous prick of yours right 
up my fanny.” 

I love talking like this on the 
phone, especially when I think of the 
possibility that someone else may get 
a crossed line and hear me, preferably 
some old trout who hasn't been stuffed 
in thirty years. ; 

Teddy was breathing rather heavily, 
so I went on in the same vein. “I want 
to feel you fucking me, Teddy. My 
cunt's on heat for you.” 

As I spoke the words, Rodney’s 
cock gave a mighty lunge that nearly 
split me apart. I reached round with 
my free hand and gave his balls a 
gentle tweak. I coud hear Teddy say- 
ing passionate things over the phone, 
like what a fantastic cunt I had, and 
how he wanted to come right over 
and give me the fuck of the century. 

Little did he know that I was al- 
ready getting just that! I was panting 
more than somewhat myself, and poor 
Teddy thought it was caused by his 
words, whereas the true cause was 
Rodney’s actions. I jammed by bot- 
tom hard against Rodney’s sweaty 
belly, helping the spunk that was be- 
ginning to well up in his balls. 

“Pm afraid you can’t come over 
right now, Teddy. You see, I have to 
go out in about five minutes!” Rod- 


ney's cock gave a final shove, and his 7.: 
fluid shot through my hole like elixir... 


“But ГЇЇ call you up again, Teddy, 
tomorrow maybe, then we can arrange 
something. That O.K.?” 

“Sure, Belinda, that's О.К. ГЇЇ just 
have to toss myself off.” 

“You do that, Teddy.” 

“And you, Belinda?” 

“Me? I’m having an orgasm right 
now.” : 
I hung up. “Jesus, Belinda,” said 
Rodney, “you're a sexy sod, aren't 


a mouthful of your cock," I said and 
seized his weapon that was already 
going limp. Stuffing it in my mouth, I 
tasted the flavour of my own cunt and 
the dribble of spunk that was still 
dripping from his knob-end. 

Now you know the kind of thing 
that turns me on. Sex on trains, sex 
in the open fields, sex when other 
people are hovering nearby, sex while 
I'm talking dirty over the telephone to 
someone else. And Teddy wasn't dis- 
appointed after all, because I let him 
screw the arse off me the very 
next day in a shop doorway in 
Brighton after closing time! 
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е way you 
at it, it t mig be wiser to "muns 
. subscribe росу Ae 
лои. a Day 
.. Firstly, you'll be sure 
of getting your personal 
copy of today's most- 
` in-demand magazine for 
| peer venditi pe 
secu 
and every month, the 
moment our copies 
arrive! 
` Secondly, ^ whateve 
price rises we get 


. do well to post the little 
. tear-off slip below today 
. — especially as we don't 
know how long we can 
keep that POST FREE 
offer open! 
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Please send me PICCADILLY for a year commencing with the next issue available. My м E ' 
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cheque/postal order/money order for £7.80 is enclosed. | am over 18 years. 
NAME & ADDRESS 


DATE 


 — aaas 
Overseas readers, please send US. $15 or local currency equivalent. 


Some girls have to be 
told what to do, while 
others know what they're 
doing! Dorothy, who 
comes originally from the 
tiny village of Corfe 
Castle in Dorset, belongs 
to the latter category. 
She’s not a big city girl— 
although at 37-26-35 
she’s big enough where 
it Counts most—but she 
has a quiet assurance 
that many of her city 


slicker sisters might 
envy! 

Getting Dorothy to talk 
about herself wasn’t 


easy, although she’s not 
what you might call shy. 
In fact she wasn’t at all 
reticent in front of the 
cameras. She fell in with 
our P.l. ideas with no 
effort at all, and even 
came up with a few of 
her own! 


What scraps 20-year- 
old Dorothy did reveal 
about herself — apart 


from camera shots where 
she was quite happy to 
reveal the lot—made it 
clear that she was a 
cauldron of simmering 
sexy secrets. 

“| like being physical,” 
she told us, and this we 
translated as meaning 
that she enjoys sex. “1 
was educated at one of 
those very smart board- 
ing schools for girls, and 
| was always getting into 
trouble of one sort and 
another.” 

When asked to explain 


exactly what sort of 
trouble, Dorothy just 
shook her head which 


caused her long auburn 
hair to partly veil the sly- 
puss expression on her 
face. That sort of nega- 
tive reply however won't 
stop Piccadillites from 
wondering about the 
goings on at her snazzy 
school for young ladies. 

She was quite happy 
to talk about Corfe 
Castle though, where 
she’d like to spend a lot 
more time if she could: 
“IES very peaceful. 
There’s lots of fresh air, 
and it’s not far from the 
sea,” she told us with a 
dreamy faraway smile... 
one perhaps she res- 
erves for the cameras of 
‘girlie’ magazines, be- 
cause we know she’s 
starred in several — 
there's no need for you 
to tell us. 

It's just that none of 
them have shown you so 
much of Dorothy as P.l. 
does — you could Y 
say, the whole of 199 
Doody is here! | 
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GETTING PISSED IN 


CCADLNY 


The first of a saucy P.I. series looking at our 
name-sake places, the Piccadillies of this world. 

First of all, Stanley Bryan invites you to 
Piccadilly, London—as it was, and as it is— 


today. 


He used to live there and so he should know 
what he’s talking about, when he gives you 
the low-down on the best places to get pissed, 
and get your end away, down Piccadilly 


way... 


HE Italians are not the only 
people who stand and stare, 
watching the girls go by. 


In London's Piccadilly Circus it was ' 


a game as old as the United Kingdom 
itself. Mind you, not all the girls go 
by. Some will stop and talk to you: 

“Hello, luv.’ 

“Um, er, hello.” 

“Looking for a nice time?” 

“En, er, yes!’ 

‘Right. Don’t follow me now. In 
about 5 minutes ГЇЇ be in the upstairs 
bar of “Snows”. You come in and say: 
“Hello, Junie; long time no see. What 
are you having to drink.” Got it? 
ОК?” 

The ladies of the town had—and 
have—a sexuality, unique to the cour- 
tesan. It belies their looks, often their 
age, but they never lose it. 

Their couture is the art of sugges- 
tive dressing. Not too much. A ‘brass’ 
is easily sighted and tagged by the 
police. 

It’s the walk as much as the clothes. 
The prostitute takes mincing little 
poofy steps—delicate and deliberate. 
She looks neither backwards, nor 
sideways, but stares straight ahead, 
well aware of the regulations govern- 
ing ‘the game’, as it is called. 

And Piccadilly Circus was and still 


sometimes is the pitch. It has the 
same connotation as Paris for the 
Briton up from the Provinces. It is a 
red light homing beacon for those who 
want to be vicarious, promiscuous, or 
both. It is where life studies life, often 
with a devil-may-care boldness. that 
covers many an insecure, beating, 
heart. 

It’s where I went as. a wide-eyed 
youth of 17. I went ‘up to Town’, 
from Caterham in Surrey. School was 
only weeks behind me and I was tak- 
ing the first faltering steps to man- 
hood, without realising it. I felt a bit 
shamed, self-consciously inadequate, 
nervous. In a word: confused. 

It is interesting, the Piccadilly sex 
game. 

Everyone likes to think, to pretend, 
that they are different from the rest. 
That they are hanging around for the 
purest motives. 

Pm not talking about the spivs, 
drug-pushers, deadbeats and other 
chancers, but their prey. You and me. 

It is also quite an amusing tableau. 
Outside the impressive colonnades of 
Swan & Edgar is the ‘judges platform’. 
Where the police stand a’watch. At 
night-time usually, with a stationery 
paddy-wagon, awaiting the call to 
arms—of West End Central Police 


Station. 

At about 11 p.m. there is generally 
an Inspector, flat-hatted and smart; a 
couple of goonish young coppers, try- 
ing to look worldly—and a lovely 
little Police Cadet, mentally hand on 
cock, positively beaming at all the 
crumpet. 

The second tier luminaries are the 
self-elected and self-important. Those 
civilians chatting to the police in that 
confidential manner, anxious to be 
taken in on their privileged wave- 
length. 

‘I think chummy over there is new 
to this patch. He’s been sent down 
twice on suss... 

The police officer will incline his 
head in the gracious manner that 
police officers do, and mentally make 
a note to kick the see-you-next-Tues- 
day talking to him right up the arse 
when a convenient opportunity pre- 
sents itself. 

Then there are the young birds 
shrieking inanely at anything and 
everything. The police officers will 
talk to them in a smiling-fatherly, 
way. 

‘Now, we don’t want you young 
ladies getting into trouble. Does your 


‘Oh! Er! Oooooooo!-cackle-shriek!” 
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mum know your out?’ D 


$ 
Sis 


The two dopey broads cling to each 
other, helplessly. P.C. Plod has just 
made a ‘funny’. The hideous two are 
now pulling each other this way and 
that, and putting their dotty heads 
together between shrieks. 

P.C. Plod is encouraged: ‘Don’t 
your mum know you're out then?’ he 
asks them again. 

At this they nearly wet their knic- 
kers, and Plod thinks he’s the funniest 
thing since sliced bread. He has to be 
careful, because out of the corner of 
his eye he perceives Inspector Knac- 
ker, steaming up on his port bow at 
a steady rate of knots. 

“Ha-ha, ho-hum!’ booms Knacker, 
putting his hands behind his back in 
the approved Prince Philip style: 
“Isn't it past your bed-time, young 
ladies?’ 

Plod is now hopping from one foot 
to the other, “Yessirring and Nossir- 
ring.’ The two silly bitches, their eyes 
streaked with make-up, so recently 
awash, are impressed. They’ve never 
been called ‘ladies’. ‘Ratbags,’ yes, 
but ladies? Oh my! 

The Inspector bathes in the glory of 
his moment. Knacker’s stooge stands 
to attention, and the two bints, impres- 
sed with the senior officer’s manner 
and bearing, hang on to his every 
word, open-eyed, open-mouthed—and 
decidedly empty-headed. 

Meanwhile there’s a hullaballoo in 
the men’s lavatory down in,the Under- 
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ground, off Subway No 1 ‘Regent 
Street, North Side.’ 

Six yobboes are punching a seventh. 

And the thirty solid citizens, shak- 
ing their tonkers and zipping up their 
flies in the urinal stalls, are, like the 
pharisees of the Bible, non-plussed. 

They hear nothing. They see not. 
Their eyes meet in tacit agreement as 
they give the violent scene a peremp- 
tory quick glance. The message is 
unmistakable. It is: “They deserve one 
another.’ 

The solid citizenry scurry home to 
their Surbiton semis. It will be a quick 
passing-off anecdote to tell their plain 
wives in between wolfing down supper 
and the peace of the telly, which pre- 
cludeth all further conversation. 

But we are still in the white marble- 
walled Piccadilly Underground shit- 
house. The seventh young bum, his 
face a mockery of bumps and bruises, 


` is proclaiming his innocence. ‘I never! 


I fucking never! I fucking never well 


fucking well touched ’er!’ 

“Yes, you bleedin’ did, so shut your 
fucking cakehole, or else we'll stick 
your bonce down the bog again, you 
bleedin’ grass.’ 

For those of my readers unfamiliar 
with the London vernacular I will 
translate. 

The young gent in distress is being 
accused of touching another tribe- 
mate’s ladyfriend in a sexually positive 
manner. 

This has led to ill-feeling, since the 
aforementioned tribe-mate has a legal 
partner, a wife, who has been told of 
his philandering, it is alleged, by none 
other than the same young gentleman, 
who has been arraigned by his peers 
in the downstairs lavatory of Picca- 
dilly Underground Station, convicted 
and tried without a hearing; sentenced 
to immediate assault and as a varia- 
tion of the sentence has had his head 
forcefully shoved down the bowl of 
one of the City of Westminster’s 
water closets. 

His cries to be heard fall on deaf 
ears. He is left sitting on the ground 
in the main concourse of the Under- 
ground Station. 

His levi’s are splattered with his 
own blood. His battledress tunic and 
white open shirt are ripped. He is a 
free spectacle. People stand and look, 
several at a time, and walk on. 

Eventually, resignedly, two London 
Transport Policemen walk over and 
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totally unsympathetic. 

That is my Piccadilly. The sexy and 
the seamy side. Today, there are not 
so many whores operating flagrantly 
on the streets, and the grown up big- 
time crooks left the scene in the 
"fifties. 

The pros are now call-girls. Those 
operating on the streets have to think 
up reasonable excuses to be there. 
Many exercise large dogs: boxers, 
alsatians. Others, do the tight-lipped 
‘Meet me in the bar in five minutes’ 
routine. Standing, talking and. bar- 
gaining are out. The crooks are not 
even the spivs. They are the kids try- 
ing to be big boys and failing ludi- 
crously. 

But let's leave the ‘characters’ now. 
Let's enjoy ourselves. What about a 
chat with ‘Wanker’, the parrot in 
Peter Kenny's St. James Tavern, on 
the corner of Shaftesbury Avenue and 
Gt. Windmill Street? 

There is no better place to start 
your evening, or lunchtime, in the 
West End area of Piccadilly than here. 

There's been a pub on these prem- 
ises for years. About a year ago the 
brewery did it up to its old Edwar- 
dian splendour. It has a superb sea- 
food bar operating from 12 noon until 
3 pm, with good,chilled, white wine, 
or else you can join the blokes banter- 
ue words with Mr. Kenny around the 

ar. 


‘Wanker’s’ language is a bit cHoice. 
‘Bollocks!’ and ‘Fuck Off!’ tend to fly 
through the air with the greatest of 
ease, especially if you enquire: “Who's 
a clever boy, then?” 

“Poor old sod”, said Mr. K to me 
the other day. “He's been constipated, 
so 1 calls the vet. “What's the matter 
with him?” he ask. Poor bugger can't 
shit”, 1 tell him. “You mean he can't 
make droppings’ he says, very prim 
and proper. 

‘I know what I mean’, I say, “The 
poor old bastard can’t shit!’ 

In the evenings there is an old 
fashioned upright piano in play. It’s a 
good place to get the Piccadilly atmos- 
phere, because you will be in good 
company: other out-of-towners, and 
will, if the Gods smile upon you, meet 
an attractive girl who just happens to 
be in town, doing nothing all day. The 
sort of situation you will embellish 
and dine out on for all the years to 
come. 

There are clubs around the “dilly, 
and there are clubs. 

Holy (legal) writ precludes my tell- 
ing you about those not to get in- 
volved with at any price for fear of 
being ripped-off—that delightful ex- 
pression of today which means being 
taken for a sucker. 

A fair warning sign is when you see 
some odious creep standing at the 
entrance to a club full of promises. 
Beware. The girl who will join you 


G Tha 
and sit suggestively close, will have no 
more interest than the money she 
can make for the boss and herself. 

She will order champagne. The 
bottle will declare itself to be 
*Dom Perignon'. Its contents will be 
“Chateau Cat’s-piss’,and your pocket 
will be £10 lighter for the favour. 

No, Fd rather recommend the 
places I know and like, because I use 
them myself. Peter Kenny's St. James 
Tavern is a good, well run, pub. You 
won't get taken there, but you will 
enjoy yourself. Kenny is a London 
Irishman—a character, who always 
makes you welcome. 

Strip clubs? 

Well, there are only three to which 
I would give my personal recommen- 
dation without fear of it going sour 
on me. The Raymond Revuebar, The 
Casino de Paris and The Sunset Strip. 

Paul Raymond's Revuebar and the 
Casino de Paris, belonging to Eric 
Lindsay and Ray Jackson, are now in 
their 19th year of operation. I should 
think that speaks for itself. 

The Revuebar, in Walker's Court, 
just off Brewer Street, is an interna- 
tional institution. Comfortable, rake, 
theatre seating. Three shows a night. 
Continuous drinks service. 

The Casino de Paris is in Denman 
Street. Step out of Peter Kenny's, 
cross over Gt. Windmill Street and 
you're in it. It's a much smaller place 
than the Revuebar, with a friendly in- 
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formality and a very good show. It 
opens just after 2 pm, and runs 
through the afternoon into the late 
evening. 

The stage comes out into the mid- 
dle of the audience into a catwalk and 
there are tables and chairs for drink- 
ing, sitting down, and a bar at the 
back for those who wish to stand for 
a panoramic view of the proceedings. 

“The Sunset Strip? is further into 
Soho. Again, smaller than the Revue- 
bar but very plush and comfortable. 
All prices are clearly marked; there is 
no near-beer or mock “champagne”. 

South of the circus is Panton Street, 
which runs off Leicester Square into 
Lower Regent Street. If you're with a 
girl, or there is a gang of you, 
go down into Slatter’s Wine Bar 
Restaurant. 

It’s small and snug with discreet 
lighting and a background of classical 
music, with landscapes and other 
paintings hung on the walls for sale. 
‘Slatters’ is another place where you 
can relax and feel secure. The wine 
bar is a wonderful way of getting 
quietly pissed. It is also one of the 
cheapest. 

Kenneth Slatter prides himself on 
his food, and with good reason. The 
cold beef is pink, just underdone.Try a 
decent bottle or two of Claret or Bur- 
gundy with that, and you will see 
what I mean. 

‘Snow’s’—come out of the Hay- 
market entrance of Piccadilly tube 
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station—is another value for money 
deal. They have a restaurant in the 
pub with very good steaks and grills, 
at well under £3, with all the trim- 
mings. 

*Rayners in the Haymarket is 
another live Piccadilly pub, with good 
food, wine and other booze. 

Try *The Yorker' along Piccadilly 
at Princes Arcade, next to Pan-Am. 
Its a well recognized meeting place 
for people coming to town. 

Smack on the north-west corner of 
Piccadilly Circus is The Regent Pal- 
ace Hotel. I like the old Regent Pal- 
ace. The rooms are like box compart- 
ments, but two plus points are “The 
Carvery', where you can eat as much 
as you can stuff yourself with for 
about £3. Whole joints of beef, lamb 
and pork, with all the trimmings to 
go with them. 

Bugger the glass of milk, recom- 
mended by many as a pre-requisite 
before a good night out. Go in there 
and eat at six when it opens. You can 
order drinks there, but I shouldn't 
bother. 

They have a ‘Wild West’ saloon bar 
in the hotel, open to the general pub- 
lic, with an entrance in Glasshouse 
Street. 

I don’t know about the ‘Wild West’ 
—wild West End, more like it. It’s 
another of Piccadilly’s great meeting 
places, especially for lads from the 
provinces up for the cup, or up any- 
thing. You will also find unattached 
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girls drink here. No whores, but 
youngsters on the distaff side of the 
fence, anxious for a good time as well, 
with no problems. 

Pm not saying that it IS a pick-up 
joint. simply, that its atmosphere en- 
genders bonhomie and good fellow- 
ship. The rest is up to you. You can 
begin an affair at High Mass, if you're 
in the mood with the personality that 
attracts the other party! 

I shouldn't dwell much on Picca- 
dilly Circus centre — Eros — itself. 
These days it is all too frequently in- 
habited with the no-hopers, the down 
and outs, and those sillier people, 
who are only looking for trouble, 
whom I mentioned earlier in this 
article. 

Since I seem to know so much 
about it, you will be thinking pos- 
sibly, what about me? 

Well, I used to live two hundred 
yards from Piccadilly Circus in the 
“sixties. I used to get a bloody good 
breakfast at Joe Lyons for three bob, 
and my morning papers for four old 
pence. Draught beer was 1/11 and 
two bob a pint, and the old ‘Pigalle’ 
Bar & Grill in Piccadilly offered 3/6d: 
steak and chips. 

That's just over ten years ago. 
Hardly a lifetime. 

The cost of getting inebriated isn't 
more so than in any other big British 
city or town, no matter what you 
might hear. It becomes expensive 
when you let yourself be taken on and 
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taken in. We are all human creatures 
with very human foibles. We don't 
blame ourselves when this happens, 
we turn around and kick some inno- 
cent in the crotch instead. In this 
case it is London. More exactly, 
Piccadilly. 

Гуе been on the verge of telling 
you about my first time, out on the 
loose, so I suppose Га best get on 
with it. I came up to Town clutching 
a pocket sized men's magazine Lilli- 
put, very daring for those days—with 
two nude “studies” in it. Oh! eminently 
respectable: by today's standards. 
Nudes posed side profile against a 
studio backcloth. 

I went into Dirty Dick's, now de- 
molished, апа asked a bloke in the 
loo where 1 could find the girls. 

‘Are you:going to Piccadilly Circus, 
mate?’ he enquired. 

‘Oh! Yes!’ I replied, brightly. 

‘Well, then. Fuck off. Fuck off 
mate, and fuck off now!” 

He had a scar down one side of his 
cheek. I was terrified, and fled as fast 
as my young legs could carry me. 

I met a bloke standing around Eros, 
frail and intense. 

We got into conversation. It seemed 
stupid, just standing there, saying 
nothing. ‘I am a researcher’ he volun- 
teered, loftily. ‘I take care of a lot of 


these poor, unfortunate girls, and Um - 


writing a book about them.’ 
Just then a girl of about my own 
age—17—came up. A knock-out bird 


with lustrous lips, big tits that strain- 
ed against her blouse and a post ‘new 
look’ skirt with a slit that came down 
just above her ankles, but which 
showed plenty of leg and thigh. 

“Hello, Henry’, she said to my com- 
panion, in modulated tones. 

‘This young chap is up in town for 
the first time on his own and wants 
showing around’, said Henry. 

‘Oh! Does he? Come with me!’ 

She linked her arm into mine and 
off we went. 

In Dean Street we went into a club 
called Rustlers, again long since de- 
funct. 

She asked for Pimms and I had a 
shandy. 

T live near here. Shall we go back 
for coffee?’ she said. 

“Oh! yes!” 1 replied, dead eager. 

It was just like one those Rita Hay- 
worth / Veronica Lake Hollywood 
films of the era. She said she woud 
‘slip into something more comfort- 
able’ and duly appeared in the bed- 
room door, posing, backlit by the 
bedroom light. 

‘Tm in business, so I must ask you 
for some money’ she said. ‘Would £2 
be all right?’ 

That was two-thirds of my wages 
in those days per week, but I agreed. 
We made love. She knew how to turn 
men on, even at that young age. 

I had never considered that women 
wearing stockings and suspenders in 
bed could be more arousing than be- 


ern 


ing completely naked, until then. 

She took her time and I relaxed. 

‘I don’t like my gentlemen to get 
the feeling I am trying to rush them’, 
she breathed in my ear. 

It was then that the door flew open 
and there stood Henry with a big, 
burly bloke. 

‘Look, Гт awfully sorry’, said 
Henry, all agitato, ‘Her husband’s 
found out what she’s doing and he’s 
come to claim her. Гуе told him. 
you're a friend of mine and that it's 
not all your fault, but he won't listen, 
and he's going to bash you. Look, 
have you got a spare quid. I might 
be able to talk him out of it.” 

F had 13/2 in my pocket. I gave 
him the silver and copper. It was the 
nasty man from the pub loo, earlier 
that same evening. 

“OK mate” he hissed, very East 
Lynne: *On yer barrer, Shufty, quick, 
allez—fuck off, vite" 

I walked home to Caterham, sadder 
but not wiser. I didn't regret having 
been in bed with his ‘wife’. I felt sud- 
denly grown up. 

Would it happen today? Of course 
it bloody well would, and does. Only 
the price would be something like £15 
to £20 at rock bottom. 

Piccadilly, I love y6u, warts and all. 
The only sure thing I know is that 
when I come up to town from my 
home in Wiltshire I am still al- 
ways on the lookout, especially 
with a few bevies inside me... 
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"a he very last thing that 
occurred to us when we 
published this journal was that 
it might be subject to harrass- 
ment by eccentric pro- 
censorship groups, and their 
stewards. 

People might be bored by our 


magazine, perhaps . . . irritated 
by some of the writers in it, 
perhaps: their opinions 


irritate us sometimes too! 

But the possibility that a 
publication presenting un- 
clothed people and sexual 
information and material might 
be harassed by a small but 
verbose clique of campaigners 
never crossed our mind. Not in 
these post-Lady Chatterley, 
post-Last Exit to Brooklyn and, 
now, post-Libertine trial days. 
Events have clearly shown that 
the vast majority of the general 
public consider that how other 
adults enjoy themselves in 
private is none of their concern. 
Jury verdict after jury verdict 
has demonstrated that however 
much money people spend 


trying to do it (usually your 
money), no-one can prove that 
printed material corrupts or 
depraves anybody. 

Likewise, on the brink of 
the 21st century it really does 
seem incredible that anybody 
should have the impertinence to 
tell you what you should or 
should not read. That this weird 
but militant minority have even 
enlisted the services of an 
undermanned and overworked 
police force to pursue their 
sinister ends, from time to 
time, 15 all the more astonish- 
ing. Especially when police 
forces are increasingly showing 
so much more sophistication 
and intellectual dignity about 
these matters. 

However, it would seem that 
your freedom to enjoy such 
magazines as this one is still 
under threat. We are told that 
all manner of underhand efforts 
to inhibit their sales are being 
pursued, as conventional 
methods of trial by jury have 
only led to the quite justified 


humiliation of those who seek 
to suppress your freedom. 

We would not ask you to 
stand up and be counted. We 
know that the vast but silent 
majority of sane and normal 
people who are in favour of 
freedom of speech are far too 
busy to campaign actively, 
except in a dire emergency. 

However, we should be grate- 
ful if, whenever you have the 
opportunity, you do make your 
views known. Write to your 
Member of Parliament. Write 
to your local newspaper. Those 
who want to lead us back into 
the valley of shadow must be 
resisted. Don’t believe them 
when they say ‘all they want to 
do is to protect you — and your 
children.’ 


That’s what Hitler said when 
he started suppressing liter- 
ature. : 

Inhibiting the distribution 
and display of magazines for 
adults is only the start as far as 
“they” are concerned. 


Knock 'ет out 
with the old 


ONE-TWO! 


How about these, then, for 
novelties with a double-take 
action that pack a hell of a 
punch? Glossily produced, 
good for a giggle and great 
for paving the way to a crafty 
bit of wickedness, you'll want. 
them all. And so will your 
friends. Shoot the coupon off 
today. 


IDENTITY CARD 

Establishes your identity in frankest phallic 
fashion! A stout and gleaming 33” x 54” 
that opens up onto full-colour pictures of a 
trio of naked loveiios and the world's most 
rampant male—you! Life-like penis grows to 
a huge three-quarters of body height! And 
the words are witty, too. (No. S48—£1.00) 


LIPDICK 

It looks like a lipstick, When she uncaps it, 
it still looks like a lipstick. But in action, a 
perfectly petite pink penis pops up at a push. 
It's a pushover! (No. S49—£1.00) 


FLICKER KEY RING 

Moulded in metal and fashioned in silvery 
relief, you see the eager couple getting 
their relief in furious supple-jointed inter- 
course as you wiggle the tip of his toe! 
(No. S51—£1.50) 


FLASHER MATCHES 

Colourfully printed in assorted designs and 
Slogans that always raise a laugh. And 
that's not all they raise. As the victim opens 
the flap, a monster organ springs smartly to 
attention! Real match-makers—buy a handful. 
(No. 10-47—25p each) 


¡ORDER FORM. m— 

| v.a.t. & p.p. | 
1 am over 18. | would like the following items sent to | 

me in a plain sealed cover. (BLOCK CAPITALS, PLEASE) 


| | enclose a cheq 
| money order for the total amount 


| Name 


| Address 
| 


| To Lydcare Limited, 2 Godstone Road, 
TR Whyteleafe, Surrey. ы] 


To avoid defacing the page 
orders may be sent on plain paper. 


Luton’s 39 year old 


Would you believe P.I.'s held over their Big ‘Un Of The Month that's usually in 
this slot to make way for a well-nigh bosomless 39 year old? 
Mammary-maniacs will just have to suffer! Tits aren’t everything. Besides, P.L's know 
from lots of letter we've had lately that many men are a bit fed up with predictably g 
plastic 20 year olds that you get month after month after month in other magazines Ж: 
for men! 
They yearn for something different. What's more a lot of lively lads go for wise and 
worldly women, who, one glance tells you, know their way around. 
So here’s pearl-clad statuesque Vivienne P. from one of the nicer districts of 
npn. Indeed she's Chairwoman of the local... Oh, we mustn't tell you about 
that! 
Mrs P. originally came to P.I. just to have a pic. put in our MEET THE WIFE 
feature. She's been in a rebellious mood lately she tells us, and couldn't wait 
to see the faces of those staid ladies who are mere members of the local.. 

. whoops, we nearly said it again! 
But we thought 39 year old Vivienne had too much going for her to be 
relegated to there. What a waste it would have 
been! 
So here's a goodly ration of this mature 
raver. And when you see what she gets up 
to with her pearls, just imagine what she 
could get up to with you ... 
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He only just made it did PRICKADILLY OF THE MONTH French 
singer Paul—and even then he needed a little help from 
oriental Olive who just happened to be around at the same 
time as Paul's prick . . . having her pic. taken for 
MEET THE WIFE, or so she said! 
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«NOW! x 


SEXUAL FUN 
AND GAMES! 


Super 8mm COLOUR 200 ft £20: 


Ticket to Ride Black stud and white 
stallion involve three glamorous air 
hostesses in orgy of lust. Actual pene- 
tration, male and female climaxes, 
open-legged close-ups lead to all-in 
finale, 


Knights Orgy Frenetic lesbian acts by 
black and white beauties lure boys from 
game of chess to games of love. Black 
buck rear-mounts white girl. Black 
beauty deep-throats handsome white. 


Sex Pawns Shapely negress, buxom 
brunette, aggressive black and white 
males run gamut of all the variations: 
cunnilingus; fellatio; torrid lesbianism; 
frenzied final foursome. 

Sexport Powerful aphrodisiac sends 
three beautiful party girls on marathon 
sextravaganza. Includes actual penetra- 


tion shots: full-blooded orgy between 
five powerful performers. 


Super 8mm COLOUR 100 ft £15: 


Lustful Lesbians Passionate black meets 
eager white in amazing display of 
cunnilingus, deep penetration and sex- 
ploration at high heat. Gives the sign 
' a new meaning. 
Black Magic Sexy coloured chick and 
big black stud in action produce a 
classic in richly varied, non-obstructed 


12 NEW Super Skin-Flicks! 


coition. See it all! Uncensored. Un- 
retouched. 


White Takes Black If a well-endowed 
white boy making love to a lovely sexy 
coloured girl turns you on, this is for 
you! Plenty of French penetration. Rich 
variety of close-ups. A must! 


Angry Lesbians Ignored by boy-friends 
they seek satisfaction from each other. 
Big buxom brunette and coloured girl 
reach frenzied climaxes. Uncensored 
mouth-to-organ shots. Lush hot licks! 


Weekend Sex Inscrutable oriental likes 
to masturbate as he watches fantastic 
sexual explosions caused by aphro- 
disiacs he has slipped in other party- 
goers’ drinks. Full satisfaction for 
him — and you! 

Brown Sugar More aphrodisiac drink- 
spiking jets three air hostesses into 
torrid lesbian session which rockets into 
a frenzy of lust when the men join in. 
This film has it all! 


Black Lust Multi-coloured quartet 
generate frenzy of total erotica. Oral 
seduction. Actual penetration. Very 
open-legged negress. A fabulous porno 
performance from all! 


Black Is Beautiful Two boyfriends dis- 
cover lovely black and white girls at 
height of lusty lesbian loving — and does 
it turn them on! See coitus at its kinky 
best 
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ORDER FORM all prices include v.a.t. & p.p. | 


l am over 18. | would like the following items sent to | 
me by return post in a plain sealed cover. 


Quantity, Title Price 


1 enclose a cheque, postal order or Total 
money order for the total amount 
shown. 


Signature 


Name E 
Address 


To Elixir (MA) Ltd. 12 High Street, Caterham, Surrey. 
ا ي‎ аар 
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ORDER FORM 4 

| v.a.t. & p.p. 
l am over 18. | would like the items of rubberwear 

i indicated sent to me in a plain sealed cover. 

| small ]medium[ large] (please tick) 


| I enclose à cheque, postal order or 
і money order for the total amount. 
i name & address (PLEASE PRINT) 


item no.) price 


total 


& signature 
To Lydcare Limited. 2 Godstone Rd, Whyteleafe, Surrey. 


£16.87 
£19.12 
£15.70 
£20.65 
£10.28 
£10.82 
£10.28 
£16.42 
£10.62 
£36.00 


£13.50 
£11.81 


£9.63 


£14.62 
TI 32/0 


£14.06 
£11.77 


£12.06 


. £19.80 


£12.87 
£13.63 
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o the to oft and and sta 
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es awa e cares and troubles of da 
O О perla ange today a 
de O And 2 О D ate 
ladies” special 1108 long gloves ......... 
briefs ae £8.19 1100 ladies” briefs . 
ladies' briefs with 1121 long stockings ... 
internal sheath ... £12.15 1127 leotard ............ 
high-waisted panty 1117 men's slimming 
pirdle e to . £11.88 GOrset А 
gag kins ee. £12.91. 1125 ladies” suspender 
half-mask with belt 2 ея 
straps & gaghole £16.40 1120 extra long 
bigger master SEOCKINES I pni iaar 
Mask a m E1263 EELO hot ^ pants aye. 
cunnilingus special 1103 bra with straps ... 
tongue mask ..... £10.84 1106  minibriefs for 
hangman's mask £14.22 ponts v Deer d 
face mask with 1126 Bermuda shorts 
nose & mouth with penile sheath 
OP eR £10.44 1102 Bermuda shorts .. 
full-face mask ... £10.28 1107 full size cape ..... 
face mask with 1101 ladies’ briefs with 
attached penis stimulator ......... 
gag inside ......... LISSA ATI menssvest a... 
face mask, 1104 briefs for 
attached penis gag вепцешепі a. 
with pumping .... £21.33 1105 men's briefs with 
male whip with sheathue m Бан 
hollow handle ... £14.40 1122 nurse's apron ..... 
men's special 1112 sauna whip with 
briefs, built-in cat o’nine tails ... 
penis for vibrator £14.30 1103a bra with cut-outs 
men’s special 1123 French maid's 
briefs with АРГО Rs 
attached penis ... £15.73 1137 ladies” exclusive 
men's penile briefs corset Ser, 
with attached 1136 bra with long 
penis for vibrator £18.50 underbust : ......... 
men's penile briefs 1124 sauna whip with 
with attached phallus handle .... 
Геи £19.90 1135 high suspender 
dancing briefs Бе Ey 
with built-in penis £16.42 
D A PA OUR ORDER О 
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How lo Make 


Those Tourists 


` Come Again 


Ever-patriotic Piccadilly International gives you a 
randy run-down on the tourist scene. After all, it is 
Britain's biggest foreign Currency earner... 

Three skilled ‘ladies of the night’, who specialise 
in particular nationalities, tell you their secrets... 
it seems that what pleases an oil sheik is no good 
to a Japanese businessman or a mature, loaded 


American. 


And what they reveal might well help out those 
‘professional’ ladies yearning for 
those dirty dollars! 


they are coming and still want 

to come into fresh and pleasure- 
willing girls, just as often as they are 
able. 

Tourists, we are told, are now a 
main-stay of Britain’s economy. 

The men can be valuable on a 
personal basis to our girls; not merely 
for the gifts, but also for the interest 
in discovering how cocks from other 
lands perform. 

But there is an ever-present prob- 
lem. 

Just because a man comes from 
Bangkok and speaks a sort of 
English, doesn’t mean he wants his 
woman as if he were a sort of 
Englishman. A foreigner has differ- 
ent sexual traditions behind him. 
A girl mustn’t go against the grain. 
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Е all the corners of the Earth 


Or, to put it another way, rub him 
up the wrong way. 

Here, to help along the process of 
international affairs and encourage 
men from overseas to come and come 
and come again, are some do's and 
don'ts from three beautiful English 
girls who have made it with eager 
tourists to Britain and who have each 
decided to specialise 
nationality. 

They can speak with authority on 
how to go about handling foreigners 
in such a way as to make them want 
more. 

Mavis, is a blonde and highly ex- 
pert computer programmer. She 
knows about Americans. 

Penelope, is a redhead who works 
as a manicurist in an exclusive hotel 
and has been specialising in Japanese 


in a certain 


yen, or more of 


executives for three years. The first 
one used a razor on her; although not 
in anger. 

Penelope could write a big and 
fascinating book about Japanese men 
and their sexual fancies. In fact, 
that's exactly what she is doing. Then 
there is... 

Caroline. During the past year this 
ravishing brunette has been well oiled 
many times because she has success- 
fully tapped the secrets of Middle 
Eastern ways to stiffen cocks. A girl 
of frequent appearances in erotic 
films and television commercials, she 
is now in strong demand among 
visiting Arabs. The scope among 
them, she says, is terrific. But a girl 
has to be careful. 

Caroline opens the Piccadilly run- 
down on the tourist scene. . . 


¿Sons of the desert and deep oil 
wells have a definite bias in favour 
of English girls. 

When they arrive in Britain, 
whether or not they have brought 
their own women with them, they are 
always on the look-out for more. 

Time doesn’t bother them. Not 
only do they have the money, they 
also have the authority, which could 
spell danger for a girl. 

Today’s visiting Arab will brook 
no argument. He’s totally in com- 
mand of his own women. If he wants 
to take time off he doesn’t need to 
explain or make excuses. 

Any woman who insists on equal- 
ity, ог even a certain amount of say 
in sexual activity, would be well ad- 
vised to keep away from Arab gentle- 
‘men. They assume that if a woman 
consents, then they have the right to 
dictate the rules. Compulsion will be 
exerted if there is any objection to 
the way they want to fuck. 

Also, one thing needs to be under- 
stood. Arabs are marvellous in being 
able to get it in under the most com- 
plicated circumstances. In fact they 
delight in thinking up new and some- 
times awkward positions. 

To give an example. I have a 
voluptuous bum. This is very much 
to the average Arab male’s taste, and 
I am now an expert in being fucked 
from behind on all fours near the 
edge .of the bed while my Arab 
friend stands up on the floor. 

I remember a fat and extremely 
important Arab who had blatantly 
propositioned me in a hotel bar. 
When we arrived in his room and he 
slapped my rear in the direction of 
his bed, I naturally assumed it was 
to be the old crouch-down-bum-to- 
ceiling position. 

But not so. It was to the vast arm- 
chair alongside the bed that he 
directed me. So I then presumed it 
was to be a knees-up caper on the 
seat with my arms over the back. 

But when I assumed that posture, 
in what I thought was a stylish man- 
ner, a pair of hands slid between my 
thighs. Slowly but surely my thighs 
were spread apart until my legs were 
draped over the arms of the chair. 

I was in imminent danger of being 
torn apart. I was also frightened and 
tried to resist. 

All to no avail! Instead I was 
clouted and heaved and pushed and 
bent, until somehow the position 
was actually achieved. I had to be 
supported however by those implac- 
able Arabic arms and hands — not to 
mention his cock —all through the 
ordeal. 

By the time he had worked out 
his pleasure (and he took his time) I 
felt utterly exhausted and slid down 
into the chair. I had no desire for a 
repeat performance. 

The funny thing is that after I had 
been compelled into that posture 
twice more —on different occasions 


— I became quite used to it. 

Actually it is now one of my ex- 
clusive bedroom tricks! 

I learned soon after the first occa- 
sion that it was lucky for me I never 
fell off the chair, or resisted to hard. 
That particular Arab said he had 
become so passionate about me, once 
he had one knee in position, that he 
would have whipped me into submis- 
sion had I seriously struggled to 
break free. 

He even showed me the short whip 
in his desk to prove it. » 

Don't get the impression that I left 
that bedroom vowing never to copu- 
late with an Arab oil executive again. 
The rewards were fantastic. Not 
merely in terms of cash and clothes. 
He took me two other ways, much 
more comfortable, during the course 
of that afternoon, and I had a lot of 
sexual satisfaction. 

One thing struck me as rather 
curious right from the start of enter- 
ing that particular Arab's room: he 
wasn't in any hurry. 

The extreme determination to get 
his own way came later, after I had 
been introduced to the luxurious 
bathroom and told to "prepare". 

Now I had, of course, already 
bathed that morning and it wasn't a 
hot day so I could have objected. But 
I didn't, the prime reason being that 
it was such a luxurious bathroom. I 
had never seen so many perfume 
bottles; jars of aromatic creams and 
lotions. I wanted to try them all and 
I did. That is also exactly what my 
Arab friend intended. I went to him 
smelling, I suppose, like the top wife 
in King Solomon's harem. 

It went down well with him. He 
just took a few sniffs round my secret 
parts as I got out of the tub, and at 
once hauled me to the place of seduc- 
tion, his cock waving in the air. 

His fuck recovery was surprisingly 
fast which is something every girl 
coming up against an Arab should 


keep in mind. They don't give a girl 
much time for a breather. My advice 
is to get a good night's sleep before 
you go hunting for those oil sheiks?. 


* * * * 


Penelope has this to say: 

¢You are in luck if you can land 
a mature Japanese business man. Try 
to avoid the very young ones because 
they can be merely curious and then 
make a mess of it. Frankly the stu- 
dent-types, even if they do have 
money, don’t add up to much. But a 
mature, Japanese business-man is 
something else. Take him with both 
hands and legs. 


"Spanking is considered 
foreplay and not 
punishment" 


Yet be ready for shocks. I will try 
to ease the way for you. 

First thing is to remember that 
women in Japan play a very subor- 
dinate role in all things sexual. 
Women's Libbers are thin on the 
ground and looked upon with mild 
tolerance by Japanese males so long 
as their own wives don't get in on 
the act. 

The second thing is that spanking 
is considered sexual foreplay and not 
punishment. The Japanese are really 
very good at this sort of thing. 

Thirdly (and this may be the most 
important piece of advice I can give) 
is that for most Japanese males, cock 
sucking is most important. 

Unless a girl can do it well, without 
fuss or splutter, the best thing is. to 
keep away from Japanese gentlemen 
of mature years. Otherwise you run 
the risk of being considered sexually 
inadequate. 

Cock sucking is undoubtedly im- 
portant to Japanese sexuality. It also 
has the force of traditional fertility 
rites. Come is precious and should 
never be wasted. If it doesn't go into 
a woman one way, then it must go 
into her another. 

Fervently regarded as the elixir of 
life, if orgasmic fluid is wasted the 
Japanese look upon such waste as 
desecration, Or at least something to 
be avoided. 

It is one reason why they are keen 
to have their women on the pill all 
the time. 

So while cock sucking is no longer 
something of a necessity from a birth 
control standpoint, it is now prac- 
tised for sheer sensual enjoyment. 

Girls making a date with a Jap 
should therefore not only be very 
willing but also very efficient at 
sucking cocks. 

A useful tip likely to get you ap- 
proving pats on the head as you go 
to work: get your right hand under 
the balls and fondle them. Not too 
hard, but just enough to get the trun- 
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cheon that little bit extra hard. 

When you feel the load on the way 
up don't pull back so that you get 
it in the fullness of -the mouth. 
Swallowing can then be complicated. 
Do the very reverse and take the 
column over the tongue and farther 
into the throat, right as far as it can 
go without making it impossible to 
breathe. 

If you do that, the come will shoot 
straight to the back of your throat 
making it easy to swallow. 

Another thing. Generally speaking, 
Japanese gentlemen prefer girls to be 
depilated, the reason being that hair- 
less slits are looked upon as signs of 
virginity, Silly, of course, but that’s 
the Oriental conviction and you will 
win points if you allow a razor to go 
over the vital areas. You can rely on 
the operation being, done with true 
artistry. 

I had my tresses beautifully re- 
moved on my second appointment 
with Chuji, as I shall call him. As a 


hotel manicurist, I had been sum- 
moned to his suite to attend his nails 
before he attended a diplomatic func- 
tion. 

As I held his right hand I felt a 
more than normal pressure on mine. 

I only had time to complete three 
finger nails before he had both hands 
up my skirt and was hurrying me 
over to the bed, : 

He was a powerful man and by the 
time he had my uniform off I could 
gauge he carried a cock of more than 
useful size. 

Never having had a Japanese 
before, I gave him no trouble and 
even helped him to get rid of his 
striped trousers. 

When my corselet came down (we 
had to wear them to avoid giving the 
residents too much visual stimu- 
lation) he uttered a small cry of dis- 
appointment. 

For a moment I was puzzled to 
know the cause. He then made it 
clear when he grasped a handful of 
my pubic hair, and shook his head. 

“I thought you would be perfect”, 
he said in a kind of staccato English: 
“But, no matter. We do well no 
doubt”. 

And he did very well no doubt! 
He was into me with a great lunge 


and the rapidity of his thrusts was 
enough to satisfy any girl. 

After he came he wanted more. I 
was quite willing but his diplomatic 
engagement left him no time. 

As I helped him back into his for- 
mal clothes he asked me if I would 
come back in the evening. Yes I 
would. And would I like to be his 
companion for pleasure for the rest 
of his week’s stay. Yes I would again. 

But, in that case, he went on, 
would he be permitted to shave me 
round the cunt? “To make all lovely 
smooth” were his words. 

I was not too keen to agree because 
my other men friends liked my lux- 
urious pubic hair. I was only persua- 
ded by the promise of gifts while 
some of the folding sort were gently 
handed over in advance. : 

That sort of kindness can be very 
mind-changing ! 

So that evening, there I was nude 
from the blouse down to stockings 
with garters (both items supplied by 
him and which turned out to be his 
lingerie turn-on), sprawled across his 


bed with two large towels under my 
bum to absorb the excess lather. 1 
was all set, nervously as you can 
guess, to take the sharp edge of his 
ivory carved ceremonial cut-throat. 

It was a much more involved pro- 
cess than I had imagined and made 
tantalising because I had to lie right 
back with my wide-open legs over 
the base of the bed so that I couldn’t 
see how he was managing. I could 
only feel it. 

He worked from the top down 
and first cleared the right side of my 
vagina and then paused. After a 
warm-water washing of the whole 
area he then applied a perfumed 
lotion to the shaved portion. 

At that point I insisted upon 
checking the progress. He brought 
a small hand-mirror from the dress- 
ing table so I was able to get an easy 
view of myself half done. It looked 
very funny. I would have liked to 
have kept it that way for a while just 
to give my friends a giggle. But he 
wouldn’t allow it. 

As far as he was concerned, the 
arrangement we had come to made 
me his and I wasn’t disposed to 
argue. It would have availed me 
nothing and he was, after all, very 
enjoyable. 

So then he razored the other half, 
and then gently lotioned my now 
quite bald cunt. 

Since meeting Chuji I have accom- 
panied him to Tokyo twice as his 
personal assistant, and regularly en- 
tertain not only himself when he is 
over here, but also his best friends. 
In my spare time and during mani- 
cure breaks, I am also working on a 
book dealing with Japanese sex 
habits for the guidance of Western 
girls, with a companion volume inten- 
ded for the Japanese market on how 
to get the best out of them?. 


* * * * 


According to Mavis: 

‘Americans are a tonic for any 
girl. 

They are so full of sexual vigour 
that a good time can be had by all 
more or less doing what you like. 
Your “own thing”, as they say, goes. 

So I don’t need to warn you about 
anything simply because absolutely 
anything can happen when you get 
an American going. 


"Americans don't quite 
know it all’ 


A few simple comments, though, 
may help you give these vacationers 
what they appreciate .. . 

It would be well worth your while 
to strive for that because they are not 
only readily approachable but also 
generous, especially as the dollar- 
sterling exchange rate is all in their 
favour. 


If I were you I would keep away 
from the more elderly. Not because 
they are in any way dangerous, but 
the truth is that they have often had 
so much sex that a girl can’t surprise 
them any more unless she goes to 
very elaborate limits. 

What sort of limits? 

Well, dressing up like a grammar 
school girl, or an Elizabethan ser- 
ving wench. Those, at all events, 
were the preferred fantasy sex ploys 
a couple of years ago. 

Last year they seemed to turn to 
Victorian servants with long button- 
back drawers. 


"For all their talk, many 
elderly Americans are 
played out sexually’ 


If, of course, you prefer older men. 
and can get the clothes together, then 
you could almost certainly profitably 
enioy yourself. 

Some Second World War veterans 
or Korean heroes can be energetically 
turned on if you dress up as a nurse. 
In every case (except the Victorian 
servant) you have to have very short 
skirts, black stockings, and bulging 
tits. 

One thing you can more or less rely 
on with the elderly American. Once 
he is roused he will want it up the 
front with him on top of you. 

In that style he gets the biggest 
flesh to flesh contact (unless you go 
down on him, a position few of them 
like since it doesn’t seem what they 
call “manly”). And he wants the 
over-all contact because he probably 
won't be able to sock it to you more 
than twice. 

For all their talk, many elderly 
Americans are played out sexually. 
They’ve just had too much. 

But if you like conversation, they 
will talk about their fucking adven- 
tures for hours and make it materi- 
ally advantageous for you to listen 
sympathetically. 

But about the youngsters (and 
there will of course be many more of 
these roaming about London, Edin- 
burgh, Stratford-on-Avon, and Can- 
terbury looking for feminine compan- 
ionship) I can be enthusiastically 
eloquent. They are enthusiastic and 
the trend is towards the “drinking 
kick”. 

He will screw you once, probably 
missionary-style. Then in the way 
which is gaining a lot of popularity 
he wil have you astride him, but with 
your back towards his face and his 
hands under your bottom lifting you 
up and down. He will probably start 
to fill you up with some sort of drink 
and then suck it from you. 

Last summer (you will recall there 
was a long drawn out heat-wave) I 
got to feel I was some sort of mobile 


pub because of the great range of 
drinks I dispensed to young Ameri- 
cans lying or sitting down with legs 
well wide! 

As I recall now there were pints of 
Coke, Pepsi, 7 up, Colt 45, even 
Bourbon, red wine, and upon one 
memorable occasion, starting off with 
gin and winding up around 2 a.m. 
with a quite tolerable champagne! 

ГЇЇ talk about that particular occa- 
sion because in many ways it was . 
typical. He was a student studying 
advanced computer design and had 
a letter of introduction to my chief 
from his firm way back in Dallas, 
Texas. He was passed to me so that 
I could show him around. 

In less than ten minutes, he was 
feeling me up. I said “No, not now, 
but tonight I’m free”. 

So at my place the first of many 
get-togethers took place. He clearly 
wanted to impress and the explana- 
tion was that, going about with me 
he could not only get a line on the 
British technique of computerisation. 
but also indulge his huge sexual 
appetite at the same time. 


Filling up a cunt with a 
beverage can be a 
messy business’ 


It was a bit weird. Instead of res- 
ting up after a fuck he would pour 
a measure of whatever drink he fan- 
cied into my cunt, lap it up and then 
talk about methods of computer 
programming. Every now and then, 
he’d freshen up his drink, enjoy it 
and then start more technical talk 
until he was ready for another fuck. 
What he didn’t like was for me to try 
and shut down the talk by playing 
with his cock and bringing him on. 

Filling up a cunt with a beverage 
can be a messy business. But not with 
Gary! He came fully prepared with 
a small plastic funnel and a wide 
range of enjoyable liquids. 

After he had opened me up with 
a terrific fuck — he was suberbly 
hung — he settled down to a steady 
gin-and-come which he maintained 
stoutly was infinitely to be preferred 
to gin-and-tonic. 

I complained that I was getting 
none except straight from the bottles. 

Whereupon he poured some more 
into me, and 
placing a tumbler under the vaginal 
lips, he pressed down on the lower 
part of my belly and the sides of the 
cunt and so, in a manner of 
speaking, I got some of my own 
back! ? | 


If Mavis and her friends' revela- 
tions pleased you, let Piccadilly Inter- 
national know rightaway and we'll 


. get some of their chums to tell more 


of OTHER randy visitors to our 
shores and whores . .. 
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NEW!NEW!NEW! 


This 
is Suzette. A 
pretty picture, 
but flat, two- 


dimensional, 
not REAL... 


Immediately you're alone with her, naked and unashamed, completely cut 


of from the outside world in a colourful room of your own. You can FEEL The ORGASM MACHINE and 
the texture of the sheets on which her hot, responsive flesh in waiting for one FREE set of six full-colour 
you, unbelievably real. Living red lips pout wetly round glistening teeth, stereo slides of Pamela (value 
eager nipples cry out for your fingers, warm breasts are a soft weight for £2.95) is yours 

your hand, each crisp little curl of pubic bush is asking to be stroked. The for ONLY £8 .50 
sultry eyes probe deep into yours and the throbbing clitoris quivers above an Additional sets may be pur- 
eager cunt that really is a hole, deep, dark and devouring. All this in glowing chased now or later at the 
colour and so damned real that you cannot believe it until you see it with bargain prices;shown. Send off 


your own eyes. That's why we offer you a SATISFACTION OR MONEY TODAY. We know you'll be 
BACK GUARANTEE! satisfied! No.S57 £8.50 


It's the big breakthrough in colour viewing that has even shaken up the pri OTT Ucm er 
І 


hardened супісѕ of the trade. It turns beautifully photographed stereo slides RR 1 

x es A P À x rices include 

into astonishing 3-D realism. No running expenses, no focussing, nothing to ORDER FORM Vat. & р.р. : 
1 am over 18. | would like the following items sent to | 


go wrong. 
me in a plain sealed cover. (BLOCK CAPITALS; PLEASE) I 

THE GIRLS OF STEREO COLOUR € ALL SETS OF 6 STEREO SLIDES 

The willing subject for your free set is PAMELA, very sweet 

who offers ALL the delights of her fresh awakening body for your 

leisurely exploration. 
IF ORDERED TOGETHER, ALL THE FOLLOWING SETS FOR ONLY £15 

ROSIE. An 18 year old athlete superb body. 

whose eager mouth, proud breasts (No.S60 £3.50) 


і 
[| 
[| 
[| 
[| 
і 
1 
Ц 
і 
[| 
[| 
[| 
[| 
and welcoming crutch offer the JANDY. Singapore Girl in the - 
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(No.S58 £3.50) raal. For Я 
E you, she tears the veils of 
JULIA. Voluptuous 18 year old mystery from her most intimate 


go-go dancer and topless barmaid and succulent possessions 
who strips down to the basics and (N0.561 £3.50) 1 
offer you her prime flesh in the : 3 


| enclose a cheque, postal order or 
money order for the total amount 


heat of passionate arousal. SABENA. The Black Pearl unveils : 
(No.S59 £3.50) the secrets of her African Bush SE signature 
SUZETTE. A young Italian actress whose pouting lips are hot with Name 

who shows you all the amorous fire jungle fever admidst the ripe, dark Address 


of her Latin blood in this shame- flesh. 
lessly detailed demonstration of a (№.562 £4.00) 


IF YOU SHOW IT TO YOUR FRIENDS, CHAIN IT TO YOUR: WRIST! 1 ДДД Ltd, 2 Godstone Rd, Whyteleafe, Surrey 3 


PICCADILLY'S PROMISCUOUS PAULINE LIVES JUST OFF LONDON’S PROMISCUOUS PICCADILLY — & LOVES IT THERE, RIGHT THERE! 


Pauline 


THEY IRE 
GOING TO — 


_THANKS 
eyo! MUST ; 
coor 1и сет WAD 
A PARKING T 
TICKET / 


THEY HUNT 
N PARS HERE ! 
KEEP AN EYE OPEN 
FOR 'LAUREL AND 
HARDY '! THEY'RE 
A MURDER u 


E mean 


WAIT l H 
TVE ONLY 
BEEN HERE 

FIFTEEN 
MINUTES / 


PARKED ON 
A YELLOW LINES 
AND YOU HANE 
BEEN HERE _ 


SIXTEEN 
MINUTES | 
WE MUST DO 
OUR DUTY // 


AND THE TWO 
GO INTO A 
Wiis a ур 
HUDDLE __ 
AFTER fees 
MOMENTS, THEY 
REACH THEIZ 
FINAL 1 
— DECISION l 


ANYTHING, 
BH TI I SHALL 
HAVE TO Discuss 

THIS are} MY 


AS WE HAVE 


BOOKED TWICE 


OUR DAYS QUOTA, 

YOU'RE FREE 
BUT IT WILL CosT 
YOU A DRINK J 


PP733B 


= 
OH, PLEASE ! 
DON'T GIVE ME A 
TICKET ! TILL DO 
ANYTHING you 


1. TO THE 

TIT AND NEST! 
OFCOURSE / 
FOLLOW US / J 


ONE DRINK 15 
WHAT GIN FOLLOWED_ONE RU 
е аат. 2 AND TONIC, MORE AND GIRLS ) 
YOU GIRLS ¿ DEARIEI esse A : 
LUVLY 17 GETING VERY | э 
T FRIENDLY_ Y 1 
TO PADLINE 4 N 


THEY'RE 


AN Hour Every 

LATER —/ TIME THEY TELL 
A JOKE THEY 

SQUEEZE My__ 


К TILL ТАКЕ 


| | YOUR TICKET! HE 
Jp. > SAYS! IF YOU'LL TAKE 
Al X ALL OF THIS !'SHOVING 
HIS CHOPPER IN ME 
‘AND! SOT STUCK A 
TICKET ON IT Або. 
Es OL 5 LA WITH ME STAPLE I 
H ! FA 
CIGAR END т | YOU'VE BEEN 
ALL THAT! l SUCH FUN, LET'S 
: dU um HAVE A LAST DRINK 
А АТ MY PLACE | 


MAKE 
YOU LIKE MY 
ar om ге LOUNGING OvT— 
GOING TO wow! you're 
CHANGES _) m NUDE ا‎ 


'ERE, 
IT'S MY TURN 
FOR THIS 


\ Round I 


RIGHT 
ON, ME 
DARLING ) 


— AND 
JOIN THE 
GANG, 
DARLING, 


A y ü 
WE'RE ALL ce Im v. SHOULD A 
FRIENDS, [C XR — T LOvE ONE t 
AREN'T WE / Ors a ا‎ ANOTHER ew 
AND FRIENDS_ Ш т Y SHOULDN'T -— 
AY THEY? M- — 
A | 7 / 
x 5—0 ü ij | | \ \ E | 
à 1 
` x : 
\ 2 \ 
) Г 18 
oH lll | THE TERRIBLE Two ARE 
| EXPERT AT BEINE FRIENDLY! 
„5 «и AND PAULINE HAS NEVER 
(c = TASTED OR FELT SO MUCH 
e) es FRIENDSHIP IN HER WHOLE 
N GEN LIFE , BEFORE THIS // 
E 
Y | | ‘| 
ү А p f | 
| \ 
1 
| 
| PHEwW J 
ЕЕ so THAT WAS 
Ту ROCK = -— LAUREL AND HARDY / 
_ My METER 7 > MORE LIKE THE_THE 
BABY N Rx M y THIS 16 ONE VAMPIRE Twins // 
5 oS | pig: ie ar T COULD HAVE BEEN” 
| „= а CKED Ti 
x Pim үм MY Book. t emi D EATM J 
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` MORE OF PICCADILLY'S PAULINE NEXT MONTH WHEN SHE GETS REALLY TIED UP WITH MEN... 
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kecadelly Goes 


Well, not quite. Actually Р. I. 's got a very soft spot 
for the gays of this world 


GAY 
pon 


E 
A 
zd Ж. 


“How could уои do this to me, you little bitch ... 
messing around with a woman? 


” 
1 e 
ivine, .. a fruit cake 
“ ,.. How divine, 


==" 


Thrustful Hermit? 


Up and down and in and out 
He's the lad to make "em shout! 


Mo? 


Meet Kiss 
ANLE RI 


THE DOLL WHO HAS pe 
EVERYTHING !! hat Z^ 


Get the Hermit into his cave, press the 
switch and he quivers with heavenly 
vibes. Press again and his pulsating rub- 
bery head drives in and out. And in and 
out. And in and out..... Code $12. 
Price £12.50. Also Super Hermit with 
gyrating, snake-like motion. Code 10-33. 
Price £11.50 


f 
| 
y 


==“ 
Tannen. 


n 
279 
- 


CUDDLESOME 


' The egg that 
$e 
Angel S agg lays the chicks! 
Slips in smoothly and transmits anything 
from a tender tremor.to high-powered 
supercharged vibes. Infinitely variable 
düring operation — choose to suit the 
mood with handy selectric control. Code 
05-17 Price £4.95 


| / s 


SENSATIONAL 
DEEP THROAT! 


FABULOUS 
BREASTS! 


y NEW & IMPROVED 
+ ¿WN FULLY INFLATABLE 
i POPULAR MODEL 


£20 ony: 
“Же doll 
to end 
all 
delta! 


ORDER FORM ON PAGE 75 


RECEPTIVE 
BOTTOM! 


FULLY 
FUNCTIONAL 
VAGINA! 


Y 


WITH AUXILIARY 
VIBRA са \ і / 


/ 
m E م‎ ESD ms азала mem голла лез CEN ышы mm 


^ 
{сир COUPON OW ' 


Y 


| ro: Elixir (МА) Ltd, 12 High St. I 
| Caterham, Surrey. | 
1 am over 18. | enclose remittance for E20 

E plus £5 for the rectal vibrator. (Strike out 
[| latter if not required). Get Miss Wonderful [| 
і on her way! | 
| NAME | 

1 

| ADDRESS - 
і 
І 
| 
RECTAL B 
VIBRATOR £5 EXTRA і 
m mm cn арашан алан а иаа 


81А Praed Street 
London W2 INS 
01-262 9495 


INTERNATIONAL 


Adult imported movies 
An important announcement 


The Design International group are pleased to announce that they have 
completed an agreement with one of Europe's leading film makers to 
co-produce uncensored films for the very aware adult and import these 
films into the U. К. 

For the very first time ever, home movie fans will be able to choose 
from a fabulous all colour brochure setting out in explicit detail, the 
most exciting and beautiful 8mm films in Eastmancolour with sound 
dialogue, music (in some instances specially written) and full effects. 
Silent versions also available. Each film is an expensive production, 
professionally made and is approximately 60 metres (200 feet). How- 
ever, the price is very reasonable. The content of each film has been 
carefully considered and covers a wide spectrum. Whatever may be your 
personal fancy, there will be something specially for you. There are 
fifteen films to choose from, and of these, one third are for the Gay 
Scene. 

If you are over 18, write now to the address below enclosing an 8'2p 
postage stamp, and we will send you this fabulous brochure. 


‘I make massage 
a thrilling sensation. 


ring 01-373 6677 


and ask for Joanna 


THIS BROCHURE 15 NOT AVAILABLE FROM 
ANY OTHER SOURCE. 


Design International 
81A Pread Street, 
LONDON W.2. 

A 24 hour visiting massage service 


DIRECT CONTACT MAGAZINES 


Containing actual names, addresses and telephone 
numbers of hundreds of swinging Girls Guys & 
Couples, wanting to meet you. £10 worth only £5. 
Gay Contacts 3 different only £3. 
Film & Magazine catalogue sent with all orders or 
send 87р stamp. Selecta Magazines (PD), 
148 Devonshire Road, London W.4. 

CALLERS WELCOME 


DILDOS. Extensive stocks held at the 
Ann Summers Shop, 159-163 Charing 
Cross Road, London, WC2 and at other 
Ann Summers shops. 


SEEN ANY 5000 ТҮ 


ADVANCED SEX education. Build 
your erotic library from the book 


shelves of the Ann Summers shops. SEX FILMS AND MAGAZINES 


Send 8%p stamp for free catalogue 
SELECTA Magazines. 148, Devonshire Rd., 
London W.4. Callers Welcome. 


SEE 
UNINFIBITED SEX ACTS 
brought to life on your home cine 
screen. Our wide range of strong, 
uncensored action films is fully 
described and illustrated in our 
Gigantic 'BLUE PACK' of Catalogues. 
Films in Super and Standard 8mm — 


ENLARGED PENIS, STRONGER ERECTION 


INCREASED VIRILITY, GUARANTEED RESULTS 
Penis enlargement is possible, extensive 
trials over the last 2 years has proved this 
As a result of these trials we are able to 
guarantee you an increase of up to 2" 

in qirth, 


Phone and book a deep relaxing 
massage in your hotel room or 
call in for the executive treatment 
in your own private room at 
MASSAGE FOR MEN 
19, CHALTON ST. EUSTON 
(BETWEEN EUSTON & 


ST. PANCRAS STATIONS) 
OPEN 10AM - 12PM EVERY DAY 


Escorts too phone Jill on 


01:387 2597 


in length and up to 1” 
RESULTS GUARANTEED 

OR YOUR CASH REFUNDED 

14 DAY TRIAL 

The PARK METHOD is scientific, 

uses no apparatus, creams, ог 

pills. Is safe, natural, sure. Also 

provides much improved 

virility and sexual staying 

power..Complete course of 

treatment costs only £5 or 

send stamp for details in 

complete confidence 


PARK LABORATORIES R s 
РО. Box 23, Hoddesdon.Herts. 


colour and black/white — many im- 
ported. 


Send 


25p NOW 


for prow 


Projectors too, 


at bargain prices 


UNIQUE FILMS 


DEPT МО 69 LONG LANE, 
LONDON EC! A 9EJ 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 12 


ON! 


letters from lesbians in Р.Т. 
I realise it’s a men’s mag- 
azine, but don’t tell me the 
they don’t get turned on by 

girls shagging each other. 
Diana N. (Leiscester) 


We re not going to tell you 
they don’t, Di! Because we 
know bloody well they do! 


SELF—HELP SEX 


I think your Self-Help Sex 
articles were the best thing a 
men’s mag ever did. 

My husband often brings 
home sex magazines. We both 
love to read them because 
they give us new ideas to try 
out and turn us on. 

The intimate side of our 
lives lacks for nothing, but I 
can remember the fucks I had 
with other boys before I was 
married which were complete 
disasters for me simply 
because most men don’t 
know how to fully arouse 
women. 

I don’t believe it was self 
ishness on their part so much 
as plain ignorance. The times 
I looked forward to a decent 


LAVATORY 


“You told me to fill it ир.” 
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Screw with a new guy were 
numerous, only to lie there 
and be kissed briefly, have 
my tits groped and my fanny 
frigged for scarely a minute 
before being rammed and 

left unsatisfed. 

The frustration made me 
irritable, but how can you tell 
a man he's not doing you 
right without risking him be- 
coming impotent or 
something? 

I’m not suggesting that all 
women know how to please a 
man either, especially as we 
each have our personal likes 
and dislikes. When I started 
screwing I learned by asking 
a guy what excited him. Com- 
munication is definitely the 
key. 

Keep up the good work 
Piccadilly. It's got to make a 
lot of people's sex lives much 
more fulfilling. 

(Mrs.) S.B. (Kent) 


HORNY HELEN 


I don't imagine lesbians are 
the only girls who buy 
Piccadilly International 
because of the fabulous 
photos in it. 

Pictures of naked girls 
have always excited me more 
than nude photos of men. A 
man in the buff isn't half as 
stimulating as a sexy photo of 
one partially clad. I get 
turned on more by the hand- 
some male models in certain 
women's glossies than any 
I’ve seen in a sex mag. 

Ithink alot of women are 
aroused by photos of their 
own sex naked. I suppose it's 
something to do with iden- 
tification. 

Mind you, I don't usually 
masturbate over them now al- 
though they' get me horn 
enough to go and toss off and 
fantasise about some man 
fucking me. 

It wasn't always like that. 
When I was a young child, I 
can't remember exactly how 
old, I found some of the old 
*glamour' mags in my eldest 
brother's bedside locker. I 
used to creep into the bath- 
room with them, lock myself 
in and spend ages pouring 
through them. 

They weren't anything as 
hot as the pictures are today 
but I got horny just the same 
looking at them. 

I didn't know even the 
basics of screwing then. I 
knew what a prick looked 
like, however, because when 
we were younger I slept and 
bathed with another brother 
who was only two years 
older than me. I'd never seen 
a man's cock erect though. 

Those pictures of nude 
women made my girlhood 
nipples tingle. I used to lift 
up my top and pinch and rub 


them. My quim tingled as 
well. I played with myself 
and tried to get my fingers as 
far as 1 could up my hole. All 
the time 1 was doing this 1 
leafed through the pages of 
those mags never taking my 
eyes off the model’s boobs! 

I didn’t have much pubic 

_hair unlike the models and 
my breasts weren’t developed. 
Every morning I searched my 
fanny for another new pubic 
hair and looked in the mirror 
to see if my breasts had 
swollen a bit more. 

Actually I’d never seen a 
woman in the nude apart 
from the pictures until I once 
went swimming with an aunt. 

: She stripped off completely 
in the cubicle where we 
changed together. Her tits 
were very thick and brown and 
she had a black bush. I would 
have given anything to have 
her part her slit and let me 
see what was inside. 

As I progressed through 
grammar school, I began 
masturbating. Still ‘borrowing 
the mags from his bedroom 
that my brother bought, lus 
a few hard-core ones he’d got 
hold off which showed actual 

fucking, I spent every 

possible hour tossing off. 

I remember that my cunt 
would get absolutely flooded 
with my juice. I’d even get 
juicy during the day at school 
or on my way home just 
thinking about the time I 
could play with myself! 


I tried fucking myself with 
a ruler but the edges were 
sharp and it was painful. 
Then I hit on the idea of 
using a banana which was 
better. I came the first time I 
used one. I was bashing it 
into my hole and tweaking 
my nipples. I'll never forget 
it. It was fabulous. 

Afterwards, I liked to 
smell my spunk on the banana 
peel, taste it, then unpeel the 
banana and suck it like the 
girls were sucking pricks in 
those porno mags. I'd imagine 
it was a real cock. I couldn't 
wait to experience my first 
real fuck. 

Occasionally I still mast- 
urbate over the picture of a 
pair of raw spread cunt lips. 
I certainly did with those in 
you new Piccadilly Inter- 


Li 


national. God, they were so 
hot! 

No way would a photo of 
a stand-up prick turn me on 
so much, and I wouldn't 
mind betting that most 
women would say the same. 

Helen V. (London) 


I'm a compulsive wanker. 
Ever since I was a kid of 
about fourteen I've given my- 
self a hand job on average 
three times a day. I fantasise 
about anything and every- 
thing. Most of it would be un- 
printable except in a black 
market porno book! 

I buy а stack of sex mags 
every week for my bedtime 
reading. Boy, those pics in 
the latest Piccadilly, the new- 
style one, gave me a helluva 
beat-on! 

I went berserk fantasising 
about hammering all those 
cunt holes on display. I’ve 
cut them out and pinned 
them on my wall, 


Thanks! 
G.W. (Herts) 


You ask for readers’opinions 
on your strip story “Pussy” 
The way the captions are 
worded makes me want to 
play with my pussy! I can 
always count on my cunt be- 
coming wet when I read the 


strip. It's the only feature in 
Piccadilly which ever turns 
me on. 

I wish I could say the same 
about the drawings. They’re 
so unlifelike. I don’t actually 
mean what Pussy gets up to, 
but the figures. Tits look to 
me like the bull's eye on a 
dart board and cunts are, 
well, nothing like the real-live 
thing at all. 

There's no detail, just a slit 
and straight hairs! Where’s 
Pussy’s folds and crevices and 
holes and her clit? Does she 
own one? 

Pricks don’t have any 
stand-out veins or wrinkles on 
the balls. The guys don’t have 
any body hairs except around 
their cocks. 

And why not print it in 
colour? It'd have much more 


effect. 
Tina L. (Blackpool) 
[ 


Ne 


a N 
ZA Y, 


CONGRATS, PUSSY, WE JUST SHOT 
THE GREATEST LESBIAN SEX 


Жел 


n 
WITH А HIDDEN СА 


Pussy in P.I. goes down on one 
thing. The stories are too re- 
stricted and similar. 

I mean, they're always 
about her filming and fucking 
the lead actors, and Pussy 
always returns to her les 
friend, first Dreema Bliss and 
now Fleur for a girl fuck. 

If you want my opinion, I 
suggest either going in for a 
completely different type of 
story each month with 
different characters, or 
establish a lead character but 
at least vary the escapades. 
What about all the varying 
aspects of sexuality like S.M., 
spanking, rubber, group sex— 
need I go on? 

Change itsomehow, please, 
because Pussy’s boring us 
readers to death. 

B.P. (Essex) 
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GREAT! SUPERB! 
BLOODY MARVELLOUS! 
That's what I think to the new 
Piccadilly International. 

My eyes are bulging right 
this moment at all those fuck- 
able cunt holes, and that's 
all. Judith's Pick of Piccadilly 
Fillies arse hole drove me wild! 

I couldn’t stop looking at 
it and wanting to shove my 
cock into that tight little 
orifice. 

The way your girls held 
their slits open in almost 
every picture was a terrific 
horn-giver. I dreamed they 
were all in the same room 
with me, furiously frigging 
them pussies and clits. I 
creamed six times one after- 
noon and evening with your 
Piccadilly fillies. 

I’m already on the look 
out for the next issue. Keep 
on printing photos like that 
and you can bank on me 
being a regular subscriber! 

T. C. (London) 


Iread your article MARITAL 
TURN-ONS and the letter 
from G.D. about how he got 
his wife to tie him up and 
ride him, then sucks him off. 

If that’s anything new and 
exciting the poor sod has my 
sympathy. It sounds as 
though his marital sex life 
was non-existent if they’d 
never screwed with the light 
on or she’d never given him a 
mouth job before! 

Sharon, my missus and I 
have always had a fantastic 
scene going sexually, She has 
a wild, crazy imagination and 
nothing she ever does is 
boring. Why do you think I 
married her? 

We've just had a kid and 
during the couple of weeks 
before it was born when it 
was painful for me to ram 
Sharon's hole, she came up 
with some mind-blowing 
ways to bring me off. But 
none of them matched what 
she did afterwards when she 
came home from the hospital. 

She was only away for a 
few days but I wanted her 
badly when she was back. 
There was no satisfaction for 
me in tossing myself off. If 
any other P.I. reader has a 
wite half as exciting as mine 
they'll understand how 
there's no substitute for sex 
without her. 

You can imagine my frust- 
tation when Sharon told me I 
couldn’t put my prick up her 
for a few more weeks. I 
thought Га go mad. All that 
time without feeling her tight 


syprupy cunt around my 
shafting tool was worse than 
torture, until she started to 
wank my cock with her 
breasts. 

Sharon’s tits were small 
and pyramid shaped before I 
put her in the club. They 
blew up to the size of a 
couple of water melons when 
she was pregnant. They were 
big enough for her to wrap 
them right around my hard 
and smother it in them, 
which she did. She massaged 
my cock by rolling her 
knockers around with her 
hands. 


My prick’s nose poked out 
of her cleavage. My shaft and 
balls were buried in her 
colossal flesh. Her tits were 
about an inch long and much 
darker than they’d ever been. 
As she pumped them, her 
milk escaped over my prick 
and nuts. The sight and feel 
of what she was doing to me, 
fucking my cock with her 
breasts, sucking it, gobbling 
my balls, frigging behind 
them, had me shooting my 
oats in great spurting jets. 

It sprayed her face and 
tits, her hands and my prick. 
Sharon grinned like a 
Cheshire cat covered in 
cream. It was bloody erotic, 
my spunk all over her like 
that. Then she got hold of her 
big fat tits and squirted out 
the last drops of her milk 
over my tool. It was enough 
to make my cock stiff again 
if only I hadn’t just emptied. 

TIl never forget that time. 
G.D. could do with a wife a 
bit more like Sharon. 

He doesn’t know the 
meaning of a marital turn-on 


yet! 
O.H. (Northants) 


Why doesn’t Piccadilly Inter- 
national give us bondage 
lovers a photo spread fora 
change? 

Nothing excites me more 
than to see a girl tied up, es- 
pecially if she’s on her hands 
and knees and got her bum 
poking up, her legs spread 
and a nice juicy red slit just 
asking to have the full length 
of my john stuffed up it. 

1 keep a drawer of old 


stockings in my bedroom for 
my bondage games. If I’m 
screwing a bird anywhere else 
ГЇЇ use whatever’s around to 
tie them up with like their 
tights or a scarf, if they like 


it. Sometimes I'll just tie up 
their hands and breasts, and 
leave their legs free. I love it 
when they pretend to kick 
and fight. There’s nothing 
like it to add to the 
excitement. 

One night last week I tied 
Marilyn, one of my screws, to 
the loo seat. I used the 
washing line I have fixed up 
over the bath. I left her hands 
free for a change and stood 
there wanking while she 
frigged her snatch with a 
toothbrush. What a turn on 

Give us a photo spread on 
something like that, Piccadilly, 
and you'll drive every 
bondage lover mad. 

C. T. (Beds.) 


Some readers might think 
your idea’s a bit ropey, Chas, 


but we re thinking about it. 
And might well string along 
with your wishes in a future 
PI: 
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How could the nice little 
ladies in the little pic 
have got it together like 
you see in the big pic?! 


You'll have to wait until next month’s P.l. to find that 
out—we've got page after mouthwatering page there, 
of girls by themselves flashing their all just for you, 
plus plenty of glamourpusses enjoying each other too! 

So don't miss it, will you?—next month or any month! 
PICCADILLY INTERNATIONAL /GADOLINE HOUSE/WHYTELEAFE/SURREY/ Telephone(01) 660 0102 


EVEN SERIOUS MAGAZINES 
HAVE THEIR LIGHTER MOMENTS! 


Yes, even Journal of Sex, the new, 
large-size monthly publication 
devoted to sex education, rather 
than titillation... 

For example, when JofS asked its 
men and lady readers how they turn 
themselves on, who would have 
guessed that one housewife more or 
less creates her own erotic circus 

to please herself sexually? 

But that’s just one never-to-be- 
forgotten feature in the latest 
Journal of Sex which 

is a ‘must’ for everyone who 

could do with knowing more 

d about “matters sexual”, 
Look out for JofS 
where you bought 
this magazine. At 
a 95p, this pictorial, 
Y colour-packed 
e" monthly isn't 
cheap, but one 

glance will tell 

you that it's worth 

every penny. 

And if you can't 

see Journal of Sex 

around, just send 

£1 to the address 

below, as long as 

you're over 18 

years of course, 

and we'll send you 

JofS to inspect. 

Yes, we know 5p 

doesn't cover its 

postage and 

packing, but good 

news is worth 
subsidizing isn't it? 
Ch: 


Gadoline 
House/ 
Whyteleafe/ 
Surrey 
Telephone (01) 660 0102 


